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KOSCIUSKO 


Oh  !  bloodiest  picture  in  the  book  of  time, 
Sarmatia  fell,  unwept,  without  a  crime ; 
Found  not  a  generous  friend,  a  pitying  foe, 
Strength  in  her  arms,  nor  mercy  in  her  w  oe  ! 
Dropp'd  from  her  nerveless  grasp  the  shatter'd  spear, 
Clos'd  her  bright  eye,  and  curb'd  her  high  career ; 
Hope,  tor  a  season,  bade  the  world  farewell, 
And  freedom  shriek'd — as  KOSCIUSKO  fell. 

CAMPBELL. 


KOSCIUSKO. 


SCENE  I.— A  Castle  in  Poland. 
MADAM  KOSCIUSKO  and  O'NfiiL  in  Conversation. 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 

Oh !  that  hour  to  me 

Will  be  more  welcome  than  the  blessed  light 
Of  Heaven  to  eyes  imprison'd  long  in  darkness. 
Dreary,  as  slow-revolving  ages,  seem 
The  counted  moments,  that  delay  its  coming. 
Ah!  many  a  day  from  yon  lone  battlement 
I've  gaz'd  around,  following  with  weary  eyes 
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Perchance  some  dusty  whirlwind  in  its  course, 

Or  vainly  fancying  in  each  lazy  mist, 

Or  shadowy  form,  dropt  from  the  passing  cloud 

Across  the  waste,  I  saw  my  Kosciusko. 

And  still  I  gaz'd  and  hop'd.     And  oft,  when  night 

Obscur'd  the  dear  illusions  from  my  view, 

I've  watch'd  the  coming  pauses  of  the  storm, 

Lingering,  as  if  his  cherish'd  voice  was  near 

To  fill  the  interval  with  sounds  of  gladness. 

Yet  sure,  ere  this,  some  tidings  from  the  camp 
Might  well  have  reach'd  us.     Ah !  my  noble  friend, 
Spite  of  the  flattering  hopes,  the  gaudy  visions, 
With  which  thy  generous  care  so  often  lulls 
This  anxious  bosom ;  spite  of  these,  I  fear 
All  is  not  well.     I  am  not  fanciful, 
Prone  to  repose  a  superstitious  faith 
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In  dreams  and  troubled  workings  of  the  brain ; 
And  yet — last  night — >oh !  'twas  a  night  of  horror. 

O'NEIL. 

Vex  not  thy  bosom  thus,  my  dearest  lady,    :  /  H&H 

With  visionary  fears.     Had  ill  befallen 

Thy  noble  son,  ten  thousand,  thousand  breaths, 

The  triumph  of  his  foes,  his  country's  anguish,  $'•** 

Had  spread,  too  soon,  the  melancholy  tale. 

'Tis  not  with  him,  as  with  the  common  lot 

Of  men,  who  live,  and  die,  and  are  forgotten. 

His  virtues  place  him  in  a  higher  sphere, 

And  millions  from  below  look  up  with  eyes 

Of  anxious  hope  suspended  on  his  safety. 

The  cause  of  freedom  hangs  upon  his  sword, 
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And  Poland's  fate  is  link'd  with  Kosciusko's. — 
Then  cease,  my  honour'd  lady,  cease  to  yield 
Thy  soul  a  prey  to  visionary  evils. 
The  night  steals  on  us.     Haply  gentle  sleep 
May  calm  the  rising  tempests  of  thy  bosom. 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 
Oh !  talk  not  of  repose,  but  of  my  Son, 
Say,  that  he  lives,  that  he  will  yet  return ; 
Say,  that  his  drooping  mother's  aged  eyes 
Shall  once  again  be  gladden'd  with  the  light 
Of  his  lov'd  countenance.     Couldst  thou  promise  this, 
I  might  indeed  repose.     Alas !  I  rave. 
Pardon,  my  friend,  a  poor  distracted  woman : 
Scorn  not  a  Parent's  sorrows. 


KOSCIUSKO. 

O'NEIL. 

Scorn  thy  sorrows ! 

Heaven  be  my  witness,  that  I  share  them  all, 
These  tears  may  say  how  deeply ! 
I  too  had  once  a  country — once  a  child. 
No  time  can  root  from  this  distracted  bosom 
The  cherish'd  memory  of  those  tender  ties, 
Which  my  unhappy  fate  has  rent  for  ever. 
But  these  are  things  gone  by. 

My  wounds  now  heal'd, 
To-morrow,  lady,  I  must  bid  farewell 
To  you  and  to  these  hospitable  halls. 
'Twould  ill  become  the  friend  of  Kosciusko 
To  linger  in  repose,  whilst  half  of  Poland 
Lies  prostrate  at  the  feet  of  her  destroyers. 
Brave  Madalinsky  is  already  nigh, 
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Hastening  with  tidings  for  the  private  ear 
Of  his  great  leader.     Through  opposing  armies 
He  hew'd  his  way,  and  traverses  all  Poland 
With  a  few  chosen  friends,  prepared  to  join 
His  fellow  patriots  in  the  hour  of  trial, 
And  fall,  or  triumph,  in  the  common  cause, 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO.       > 
I  am  no  stranger  to  his  name  or  virtues. 
Oft  have  I  heard  my  Thaddeus  speak  of  both. 
From  infancy  devoted  to  his  country, 
He  seeks  her  enemies  in  every  field. 
E'en  in  these  base,  degenerate,  times— -this  age 
Of  servile  flattery,  he  dares  be  honest, 
And  nobly  tread  in  Kosciusko's  footsteps. 
But  must  we  still  despair  of  foreign  aid  ? 


KOSCIUSKO. 
O'NEIL. 

'Twas  thought  by  many,  that  enlighten'd  Europe 
Would  arm  her  sons,  as  in  a  common  cause, 
And  make  our  wrongs  her  own. 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 

Truth,  Honour,  Justice, 
Ye  have  not  left  the  world? 

O'NEIL. 

E'en  policy, 

(The  age  of  loftier  feeling  is  gone  by,) 
Cold,  calculating,  selfish  policy 
Might  wake  at  such  a  moment,  and  for  once 
Assume  the  sword  of  long-forgotten  virtue. 
Woe  to  the  nations,  that  can  hear  unmov'd 
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The  groans  of  the  oppressed ;  to  whom  in  vain 
Th'  afflicted  turn  for  succour  !    Blind  as  ye  are, 
Dim  as  your  vision  to  each  glorious  prospect, 
Nations  of  Europe,  ye  may  feel,  too  soon, 
The  wrongs  ye  laugh  to  see  endur'd  by  others. 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 
Aye,  ye  may  glory  in  your  present  height, 
Proud  lords  of  Earth,  and  fancy  none  can  reach  you ; 
But  Heaven  has  bolts  in  store  to  blast  your  greatness. 
A  day  shall  come,  a  dreadful  day  of  vengeance. 
Then,  as  ye  prostrate  lie  beneath  the  feet 
Of  some  fierce  conqueror,  shall  ye  think  on  Poland, 
Her  desolated  plains,  her  burning  cities, 
Her  wailing  widows,  and  her  famish'd  orphans. 
Then  shall  ye  supplicate,  but  find  no  succour ; 
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Then  shall  ye  weep,  but  none  will  pity  you, 

Just  victims  to  the  crimes  yourselves  have  sanction'd. 

O'NEIL. 

If  guilt  like  this,  which  now  oppresses  Poland, 
If  blackest  guilt  like  this  be  doom'd  to  prosper, 
What  innocence  on  Earth  shall  rest  secure  ? 
The  dam  once  broken,  which  repressed  the  torrent, 
A  flood  of  ruin  sweeps  along  the  Earth 
Involving  all  in  common  desolation. 

But  who  can  read  the  high  resolves  of  Heaven  I 
Grateful  for  blessings  past,  let  us  not  cloud 
With  chilling  fears  the  prospects  of  the  future. 
As  yet  the  good  cause  triumphs.     Glory,  justice, 
And  freedom,  urge  the  sons  of  Poland  on, 
Breathe  o'er  the  souls  of  all  a  holy  ardour, 
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And  elevate  the  meanest  into  heroes. 
There's  not  a  peasant  in  our  ranks  but  feels 
The  mighty  trust  committed  to  his  charge. 
Heedless  of  life  or  death,  he  rushes  forth 
Prepar'd  to  combat  with  the  foes  of  Poland, 
As  if  the  destiny  of  all  depended 
Upon  the  single  valour  of  his  arm. 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 
I  know  the  firm  devotion  of  our  soldiers — 
I  know  the  skill  and  valour  of  their  chiefs : 
But  what  can  skill,  devotion,  valour,  do, 
Oppos'd  to  fortune  and  superior  numbers  ? 

O'NEIL. 

Think  of  Volonna — think  of  Inowlotz — 
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What  then  avail'd  the  overwhelming  numbers 

Or  fortune  of  the  foe  ?    Nor  rocks,  nor  floods, 

Could  save  them  from  the  vengeance  of  our  arms. 

E'en  now,  methinks,  I  see  thy  glorious  son, 

As  high  on  Weisel's  gloomy  brink  he  stood, 

Breathing  defiance  to  the  Prussian  host. 

"  Strike,  in  the  name  of  Freedom  and  of  Poland" — 

The  hero  cried ;  then  'midst  the  roaring  torrent 

Plung'd  in  precipitous.     All  follow'd  him ; 

Not  one  but  strove  to  emulate  his  leader. 

Rang'd  on  the  farther  shore  th'  unheeded  foe 

Pour'd  down  their  vollying  thunders  on  our  ranks. 

In  vain  !    in  vain  ! 

The  desperate  flood  we  pass'd,  the  steep  ascent 

Won  inch  by  inch,  nor  sheath' d  our  swords  till  night 
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Had  spread  its  shield  of  darkness  o'er  the  wrecks 
Of  their  remaining  host. 

[A  Horn  is  heard  from  without. 

But,  hark ! 

What  sound  is  that  ?     A  messenger, 
And  from  the  camp  ! 
[A  Messenger  enters,  and  delivers  Letters  to  MAD.  K. 

MESSENGER. 

I  come  with  glorious  tidings. 
Again  hath  noble  Kosciusko  triumph'd  ; 
Again  delivered  Warsaw  sees  her  foes 
Dispers'd  and  flying  with  their  royal  leader. 
Ere  this,  unless  a  prey  to  their  pursuers, 
They've  reach'd  the  confines  of  Silesia. 
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MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 
He  lives !  he  triumphs  !  he  will  yet  return  ! 
(Blest  be  the  great  Dispenser  of  all  good !) 
He  will  return  to  gladden  these  sad  eyes. 
Oh !  I  could  weary  Heaven  with  thanks.     I'm  lost 
In  admiration :  patriotism,  love, 
And  grateful  piety  absorb  my  soul, 
And  strive  at  once  for  utterance, 

O'NEiL. 

Words  are  weak 

To  speak  the  joys  I  feel.     Once  more,  farewell. 
Rely  on  Heaven,  rely  on  Kosciusko, 
And  virtue  yet  shall  triumph  o'er  her  foes. 
Whatever  dispassion'd  wisdom  can  supply, 
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Whate'er  romantic  valour  can  achieve, 
The  efforts  of  the  just,  the  wise,  the  brave, 
Have  never  yet,  and  never  shall  be  wanting 
To  bless  the  cause  of  Liberty  and  Poland. — 
Sweet  dreams  and  undisturbed  repose  attend  you. 
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SCENE  II.—  A  Camp  near  Warsaw. 

KOSCIUSKO  and  PONIATOWSKI. 

KOSCIUSKO* 
Beheld  ye  aught  of  the  retiring  foe  ? 

PONIATOWSKI. 

We  track'd  their  vengeful  flight  in  fire  and  slaughter. 
On  every  side  the  fiend  of  desolation 
Had  left  his  withering  traces  on  the  land. 
The  fields  around  were  strew'd  with  dead  and  dying, 
Fatherless  children,  widows,  and  old  men ; 
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Nor  sex,  nor  age,  alas  !  could  plead  for  mercy. 
Here,  guarded  by  his  dog,  the  only  friend 
Remorseless  war  had  left  his  orphan'd  age, 
A  bleeding  peasant  lay.     A  little  farther, 
Strain'd  to  its  senseless  mother's  frozen  bosom, 
With  piteous  moans,  a  poor  deserted  babe, 
Half-famish'd,  strove  for  nourishment  and  rest. 
There,  worn  with  wounds  and  grief,  beside  the  maid 
He  long  had  lov'd  and  toil'd  in  vain  to  save, 
The  faithful  lover  sunk  to  breathe  his  last. 
Oh !  'twas  a  sight  to  melt  the  hardest  heart. 
Nor  are  the  sad  survivors  to  be  envied. 
Scap'd  from  the  general  havoc,  here  and  there, 
In  straggling  groups,  I  saw  the  wretched  creatures, 
Houseless  and  naked,  doubtful  where  to  flee, 
(With  eyes  cast  down  to  earth  in  mute  despair, 
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Or  only  rais'd,  as,  bursting  through  the  gloom, 
Some  blazing  village  fir'd  the  midnight  sky,) 
They  wander'd  on.     Some  struggling  with  their  load 
Of  helpless  infancy,  or  crippled  age ; 
Others,  more  wretched,  weeping  o'er  the  loss 
Of  dear  relations,  husband,  sire,  or  son, 
Brother,  or  friend,  that  perish'd  for  their  sakes, 
Or  wife,  or  daughter,  now  the  spoiler's  prey. 

KOSCIUSKO. 

Are  these  thy  trophies,  War?    Are  these  the  paths 
Through  which  proud  man's  ambition  would  aspire 
To  reach  the  summits  of  immortal  Fame  ? 
Oh !  Glory,  Glory,  dazzling  as  thou  art, 
I'd  sooner  rot  in  dull  obscurity, 
Drag  out  my  days,  unknowing  and  unknown, 

c  2 
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The  meanest  thing  that  ever  crawl'd  the  earth, 
Than  owe  my  eminence  to  such  a  price. 

PONIATOWSKI. 
Oh !  would  that  monarchs  thought  like  Kosciusko. 

KOSCIUSKO. 

You  honour  me  too  much !    I  claim  no  praise 
Beyond  the  simple  one  of  having  followed, 
Too  far  behind,  alas  !  the  just  examples 
Our  great  forefathers  have  bequeath'd  to  Poland. 
"Who  draws  his  sword  for  empire  or  for  glory, 
Deserves  a  robber's,  not  a  hero's  name. 
The  cause  alone  can  justify  the  deed : 
Our  freedom,  country,  kindred,  friends,  assail'd 
By  unjust  force,  and  struggling  with  oppression. 
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These,  these  are  objects  worthy  of  our  care, 
And  sanctify  the  vengeance  of  our  arms. 

PONIATOWSKI. 

And  yet  your  Caesars,  and  your  Alexanders, 
Those  ancient  heroes,  at  whose  mighty  names 
Diminish' d  Earth  bows  down  her  head  and  trembles 

KOSCIUSKO. 

Perdition  on  their  names !    'Tis  such  examples 
Have  made  men  what  they  are.    Methinks  their  spirits 
Still  stalk  the  earth,  and  urge  mankind  to  slaughter. 
'Tis  not  with  them,  as  with  your  common  villain, 
Who  pays  his  forfeit  life,  and  is  forgotten. 
For  there's  a  splendour  in  the  guilt  of  conquerors, 
That  veils  its  grossness  from  the  vulgar  eye : 
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Their  arms,  all  murderous  as  they  are,  do  less 
Than  their  examples.     Kindling  at  the  sound 
Of  Caesar's  triumphs,  lo  !  the  impatient  youth 
Pants  for  the  fight,  and  deems  ambition  virtue. 
Each  gentler  feeling,  and  each  loftier  duty, 
Domestic  charity,  compassion,  friendship, 
Truth,  justice,  honour,  patient  industry, 
The  love  of  ancient  freedom,  and  the  scorn 
Of  tyrant  power,  and  its  debasing  train ; 
These  are,  as  things  forgotten,  pass'd  away, 
Spurn'd  for  an  empty  sound,  a  breath,  a  bubble- 
The  soul  of  Virtue  barter'd  for  her  shadow. 
.'  u-..i.  :..  ,j  ;;,;.'  ;!:.v.aj;   <&*>dl  :>: 
PONIATOWSKI. 

Is  there,  just  Heaven,  no  undiscover'd  country, 
No  blissful  seat,  'midst  Hyperborean  snows 
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Or  Ocean's  wilds  secure,  whose  peaceful  haunt 

The  fiend  Ambition  with  his  horrid  glare 

Hath  never  vex'd :  where  Man,  free  Man,  unaw'd 

By  tyrant  power,  and  more  corrupt  example, 

May  walk,  amidst  a  fallen  age,  erect 

In  native  dignity  of  soul,  and  claim 

The  long-neglected  honours  of  his  race  ? 

KOSCIUSKO. 

But  late  we  deem'd  that  happy  spot  our  own. 
Oh !  ne'er  shall  I  forget  those  days  of  bliss, 
When,  wandering  in  Biala's  vernal  groves, 
We  hail'd  a  promis'd  train  of  golden  years 
Descending  from  above  to  bless  mankind 
With  justice,  order,  liberty,  and  peace. 
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PONIATOWSKI. 

Elysian  dreams !  why  were  ye  not  fulfilUd  I 

KOSCIUSKO. 

«% 
Perhaps  our  ardent  wishes  stray'd  beyond 

The  bounds  of  sober  reason.     Human  bliss 

(Like  that  immortal  crown,  which  comes  hereafter) 

Blooms  not  without  our  toil.     It  is  the  fruit 

Of  patient  virtue,  the  great  prize  reserved 

On  Earth,  for  those  who  bravely  dare  to  earn  it. 

So  may  it  be  with  our  afflicted  Country ! 

Her  woes,  I  trust,  are  but  severer  trials, 

By  which  th'  unerring  hand  of  Heaven  would  prove 

The  virtue  that  it  loves.     Soon  may  she  rise, 

By  torture  purified,  more  beautiful, 
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More  glorious  from  her  wounds.     Soon  may  the  spark, 
That  slept,  too  long,  in  her  unconscious  bosom, 
Wak'd  by  the  storm,  and  blazing  into  Freedom, 

Illumine  Earth  with  its  reflected  rays  ! 

* 

PONIATOWSKI. 

Such  thoughts  indeed  are  like  the  dews  of  Heaven 
Descending  on  a  parch'd  and  drooping  earth. 
They  rouse  me  from  despair ;  they  breathe  a  calm 
And  holy  solace  o'er  my  sinking  soul. 
Yes  !  there's  a  Power  above,  that  guards  the  just ! 
Then  why  should  Poland  fear  ?    Let  servile  guijt, 
Let  fierce  oppression,  tremble  and  despair ; 
Whilst  those,  whom  justice,  honour,  freedom  arm, 
Shall  stand  secure,  and  smile  amidst  the  tempest. 
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But  say,  my  friend,  what  now  are  thy  resolves  ? 
If  rumour  err  not,  from  the  Northern  camp 
A  herald  has  arriv'd  with  specious  offers 
Of  peace  and  amity. 

KOSCIUSKO.  ' 
Shame  on  their  arts, 

Perfidious  arts,  by  which  they  would  ensnare 
The  valour,  which  they  fear.     But  let  us  hear  them. 
It  never  shall  be  said,  that  we  were  slow 
To  sheathe  the  sword,  and  free  mankind  from  slaughter. 
No  terms,  which  honour  would  not  blush  to  hear, 
Or  reason  sanction,  but  well  welcome  them 
As  joyfully  as  ever  tender  mother 
Strain'd  to  her  bounding  heart  a  long-lost  child. 
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PONIATOWSKI. 

Farewell,  my  noble  Friend. 

KOSCIUSKO. 

At  morning's  dawn 
I  shall  await  thee  here ;  till  then,  farewell. 

KOSCIUSKO,  alone. 
Whatever  be  the  purpose  of  our  foes, 
We  are  not  unprepar'd ;  they  still  shall  find  us 
Anxious  for  peace,  but  not  afraid  of  war. 

Oh !  THOU,  who  stilPst  the  waves  of  this  rough  world, 
Whose  smiles  can  scatter  sunshine  round  the  path 
Of  dark'ning  agony  and  wild  despair, 
Look  down  on  Poland ;  save  her  bleeding  children ; 
Nerve  them  with  valour,  wisdom,  faithfulness, 
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And  high-enduring  fortitude,  resolv'd 

To  suffer  all  things  in  the  cause  of  virtue. 

So  shall  their  names  to  after-ages  live 

A  mighty  watchword ;  so  shall  unborn  millions, 

As  forth  they  spring  to  burst  the  tyrant's  chain, 

Invoke  their  glorious  spirits,  and  grow  great 

By  their  example. 
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SCENE  III.  —  The  Garden  of  a  Convent. 

PON  INS K I  enters  muffled  in  a  long  Cloak,  and  looking 
anxiously  on  every  Side. 

Vain  fancies  all.     'Twas  but  the  Autumn  blast, 

As  sullenly  it  murmur'd  through  the  trees, 

And  stirr'd  the  trembling  leaves.     How  am  I  chang'd ! 

I,  who  have  mock'd  at  death  in  all  its  forms, 

Defying  it  e'en  at  the  cannon's  mouth, 

Now  start  at  every  breath,  at  every  shadow. 

Off,  childish  fears ! 

[ A  Clock  is  heard  from  the  Monastery. 
How  slow  the  moments  lag ! 
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But  for  yon  knell,  I  should  have  thought  it  midnight. 
No  matter.     Romanoff  will  soon  be  here. 
Meantime  I'll  to  the  cell  of  Father  Francis, 
And  wait  his  coming. 
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SCENE  IV.— A  Cell  in  a  Convent. 

PONINSKI  and  FATHER  FRANCIS. 

PONINSKI. 
Holy  Father,  thanks. 

'Tis  kind  indeed !    But  thou  wert  always  ready 
To  stretch  thy  hand  to  miserable  men, 
And  guide  poor  wanderers  on  their  way  to  grace. 
Millions  shall  bless  thee  for  the  peace  of  Poland. 
And  then  the  Church — our  holy  Church — good  Father! 
Think  of  the  risks  it  runs  from  daring  men, 
If  this  arch-heretic,  this  Kosciusko, 
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With  his  smooth  talk  of  conscience,  liberty, 
And  equal  rights 

FATHER. 

I  shudder  at  the  thought, 
If  he  succeed 

PONINSKI. 

Aye,  woe  betide  the  Church, 
If  such  should  prosper !    From  her  blessed  hands 
He'd  wrest  the  keys  of  Heaven,  and  ope  its  gates 
To  heretics  as  impious  as  himself. 
Religious  freedom  is  his  darling  theme ! 
This  was  the  article  of  the  constitution, 
On  which  he  ever  would  insist  most  strongly. 
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FATHER. 

Such  are  the  fruits  he  brings  from  foreign  lands. 
Long  have  I  watch'd  their  growth.     Their  fatal  seeds 
"Were  first  implanted  in  his  youthful  bosom 
By  Washington  and  Transatlantic  rebels. 

PONINSKI. 

Nor  has  he  wanted  friends  to  cherish  them 
E'en  here  in  Poland.     Many  might  be  nam'd, 
Who  long  with  him  have  held  unhallow'd  league 
Against  our  blessed  Church.    Thou  know'st  them  well, 
And  must  avoid  their  snares.     But  there  is  one 
Pre-eminent  in  mischief.     Shun  O'Neil, 
The  Irish  exile — him,  who,  like  his  master, 
Prates  about  freedom ;  who,  forsooth,  pretends 
To  have  left  his  country  for  the  sake  of  conscience  — 

D 
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Aye,  for  the  sake  of  conscience,  holy  Father '. 
Beware  of  that  false  brother.     "*»•<•  ?  rf  ^k 


FATHER.    « 
« 

What!  O'Neil! 

I  stand  confounded.     I  had  always  deem'd  him 
A  blessed  martyr  in  our  holy  cause ; 
One,  for  its  sake,  that  had  abandoned  all  things. 

PONINSKI. 

Alas !  good  Father,  thy  unpractis'd  virtue 

Would    paint    men    like    thyself, — -the    things    they 

seem — 

Just,  holy,  and  sincere  !  Thou  art  unvers'd  i 
In  the  dark  ways  and  passions  of  mankind,.  /.<• 
Or  else  thou'dst  see  the  nature  of  this  man; 
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Deceitful,  restless,  prone  to  innovation, 

Bold,  enterprizing,  factious,  inconsistent, 

All  things  to  all  men.     Trust  him  not,  I  pray  thee. 

m 

FATHER. 

No,  Heaven  forbid !    And  yet  I  could  have  wish'd 
O'Neil  were  ours.     His  high  and  daring  genius 

Had  serv'd  the  cause  in  which  we  are  engag'd. 

x     c.  * 

PONINSKI. 

No  matter,  Father ;  we  shall  do  without  him. 
E'en  now  the  mighty  Mistress  of  the  North 
Hastes  with  new  myriads  to  revive  our  hopes. 
She,  like  a  tender  Mother,  in  her  mercy 
Shall  heal  the  wounds  of  this  distracted  state, 
Shall  purify,  shall  save  a  falling  race,  jr 

D  2 
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And  make  the  church  her  own  peculiar  care. 

[A  signal  is  heard  from  without.     FATHER  F. 
goes  out  and  returns  with  ROMANOFF. 

FATHER, 
My  Lord,  you're  welcome  to  this  humble  cell. 

PONINSKI. 
Welcome,  most  noble  Romanoff. 

ROMANOFF. 

Ifear'd 
My  slowness  had  delay'd  you. 

PONINSKI. 

I  had  chosen 
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The  little  interval  your  absence  gave  us 

To  lay  before  this  venerable  Father 

The  gracious  views  of  your  imperial  Mistress. 

o 

ROMANOPF. 

Indeed,  my  Lord,  she  is  a  noble  Mistress. 
Her  like  is  rare ;  so  gentle,  yet  resolved ; 
So  brave,  so  merciful 

PONINSKI. 

And  so  religious. 

How  will  our  Church,  beneath  her  fostering  care, 
Shoot  forth  its  roots,  and  flourish  through  the  land  ! 

FATHER. 

% 

Oh !  let  these  aged  eyes  behold  that  day, 


38  KOSCIUSKO. 

And  I  will  bless  my  lot,  and  die  in  peace. 

My  Lords,  farewell.     I  go  to  guard  these  vaults 

From  each  obtrusive  foot. 

ROMANOFF. 

Farewell,  good  Father. 

PONINSKI. 
Heaven's  peace  be  with  you. 

[FATHER  F.  goes  out. 
"Tis  indeed,  my  Lord, 
No  common  task  to  play  the -hypocrite 
With  these  dull,  bigotted,  ambitious  Priests. 
I've  promised  wonders  for  thy  royal  Mistress, 
Which  she — at  her  good  leisure — may  fulfill. 
The  fool,  howe'er,  is  ours. 
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ROMANOFF. 

Canst  thou  rely 
Upon  his  secrecy  ?    We  must  be  cautious. 
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PONINSKI. 

Oh  1  fear  him  not,  my  Lord.     He  would  not  trust 

The  Pope  himself  without  my  holy  warrant. 

But  say,  what  tidings  of  great  Kosciusko.     [Ironically. 

Ere  this,  thou  hast  seen  him,  and,  of  course,  succeeded. 

I  joy  to  think  how  his  unsullied  virtue 

Will  add  new  weight  and  honour  to  our  cause. 


ROMANOFF. 

In  vain  has  my  imperial  Mistress  proffer'd 
Power,  titles,  wealth,  to  win  him  to  her  purpose. 
He  scorns  them  all,  regardless  of  the  world 
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And  all  its  lures,  when  put  in  competition 
With  glory,  freedom,  and  the  cause  of  Poland. 

PONINSKI. 

And  didst  thou  then,  my  Lord,  amuse  thyself 

With  such  fond  hopes  ?    And  couldst  thou  ever  dream 

Of  seeing  haughty  Kosciusko  ours  ? 

Think'st  thou  a  Monarch  will  so  soon  renounce, 

Free  and  unaw'd,  the  pleasures  of  his  sway, 

And  from  his  lofty  and  imperial  state 

Descend  at  once  into  a  simple  subject? 

This  Kosciusko  has  a  lust  for  power ; 

Aye,  and  indulges  it  as  wantonly 

As  ever  scepterrd  and  anointed  Monarch. 

Trust  me,  he  is  a  despot  at  his  heart: 

And  yet  his  talk  of  Liberty  and  Poland 
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Has  dazzled  thousands.     Thou  wouldst  laugh  to  see 

How  that  poor  cypher,  royal  Stanislaus, 

Falls  down,  subservient  to  his  high  commands : 

How,  like  some  infant  with  his  tinsel  crown, 

He  sits  contented  with  the  shade  of  power, 

Nor  heeds,  nor  knows  the  value  of  its  substance. 

ROMANOFF, 

Soon  may  the  shadow  and  the  substance  too 
Unite  in  better  hands — in  hands  that  feel 
And  dare  exert  its  high  prerogatives. 
One  effort  more  for  peace ;  if  that  should  fail 
(As  fail  no  doubt  it  will,  through  the  intrigues 
Of  Kosciusko  and  his  factious  train) 
Force  must  subdue  these  self-devoted  men, 
And  bend  their  stubborn  collars  to  the  yoke 
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•x 

Of  outraged  and  legitimate  authority. 
Ferzen  and  Suwarrow,  already  nigh, 
Haste  with  fresh  armies  to  retrieve  our  cause. 
Their  forces  once  united  must  bear  down 
All  farther  opposition  to  our  hopes. 

.•Afrtfji  *f<Ht   ..*!.  • 
PONINSKI. 

Their  arms  united  would  indeed  do  wonders. 
This  Kosciusko  knows,  and  is  prepared, 
At  every  hazard,  to  prevent  their  junction. 
His  plans  will  soon  be  form'd — and  executed, 
He  dreams,  no  doubt,  good  man!-^!  ;i  .; 

But  we  will  blast  them. 

Yes  !  he  shall  fall,  even  in  his  chosen  moment 
Of  promis'd  triumph  and  expected  greatness. 
I  cannot  openly  espouse  your  cause, 
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But  I  will  do  it  better  service  far. 
The  mask  I  wear  will  but  deceive  our  foes, 
Will  but  inflict  a  deeper,  deadlier  blow, 
And  make  our  triumph  and  their  ruin  surer, 

ROMANOFF. 

To  you,  my  Lord,  our  empire  turns  for  peace ; 
To  you  is  given  the  glorious,  godlike  power, 
To  heal  the  wounds  of  your  distracted  Country, 
And  knit  at  once  our  long  contending  Nations 
In  lasting  bonds  of  amity  and  happiness. 
My  royal  Mistress  feels,  and  will  repay, 
The  obligations,  which  she  owes  Poninski. 

,  . ;:..  («»«*pK 

PONINSKI. 
I  know  the  bounty  of  your  royal  Mistress ; 
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I  know  the  policy  —  I  may  add  the  justice 

(For  justice  and  true  policy  are  one) 

Of  our  resolves.     O  Poland,  dearest  Country, 

By  Heaven  so  favour'd,  but  so  curs'd  by  Man, 

How  often  has  my  heart  bled  to  behold  thee 

A  prey  to  thine  own  sons ;  to  see  thy  virtpes, 

Thy  power,  thy  valour,  and  thy  greatness,  all 

Lost  in  vain  feuds  and  wars  without  a  triumph. — 

To  raise  thee  from  this  miserable  state, 

To  make  thy  children  smile,  thy  deserts  flourish, 

To  elevate  thy  cherish'd  name  once  more, 

High,  as  of  old,  amidst  surrounding  Nations, 

These,    these    have    been    (bear   witness    Earth    and 

Heaven) 

The  sole  prevailing  motives  of  my  actions. — 
And  yet,  perhaps,  the  world,  the  envious  world, 
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Prone  to  misjudge  the  motives  of  the  best — — 

ROMANOFF. 

Heed  not  its  malice ;  'tis  the  curse  of  all, 
Who  act  in  times  like  these,  and  stand  oppos'd 
To  daring  faiffeon,  and  its  rancorous  train, 
To  have  their  actions  misinterpreted, 
Prejudg'd,  condemn'd,  by  the  licentious  voice 
Of  a  rude  rabble. 

PONINSKI. 

Nay,  think  not,  I  pray  you, 
My  spirit  so  degenerate,  so  lost 
To  the  just  sense  of  its  own  dignity, 
As  basely  to  bow  down,  and  swear  allegiance 
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To  vice  and  folly.     Popular  opinion 

Is  an  ungrateful  soil ;  and  he  who  tills  it, 

Reaps  bitter  disappointment  for  his  labour. 

ROMANOFF. 
Thou  hold'st  it  at  as  low  a  worth  as  I  do. 

N. 

PONINSKI. 
An  infant's  bubbles  floating  in  the  sun  ; 

The  figures,  which  his  puny  finger  traces, 
In  idle  triumph,  on  the  surf-beat  sands, 
Are  not  more  vain — -are  not  more  perishable, 
Than  Glory  built  on  popular  opinion. — 

But  come,  my  Lord,  the  night  wears  out  apace; 
My  absence  from  the  camp  may  wake  suspicion. 
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ROMANOFF. 
'Tis  time  we  should  retire. 

PONINSKI. 

In  a  few  hours 

Thou  shalt  hear  further  from  me  ;  thou  shalt  know 
Each  secret  hope  and  purpose  of  the  enemy. 
Meanwhile,  farewell.     Hard  by,  our  holy  Friend 
Waits  to  conduct  thy  steps  in  safety  hence. 


ROMANOFF. 

Farewell,  Poninski.     I  rely  on  thee. 
'Tis  thou  must  crown  our  efforts  with  success. 
Heavens  !  how  thy  doting  leader,  Kosciusko, 
Will  rave  to  see  his  mighty^  schemes  r-of  '-empire, 
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His  promis'd  triumphs,  his  expected  greatness, 
All  set  at  nought,  all  blasted  in  a  moment. 

PONINSKI,'  alone. 

"  My  doting  leader ! "    Sapient  Romanoff ! 
And  what  art  thou  ?    And  what  is  half  mankind  ?  • 
But  fools  were  made  to  wait  upon  the  wise, 
And  thou,  my  Lord,  must  labour  like  thy  fellows. 
Yes !  thou  shalt  aid  me  in  my  just  revenge, 
The  unconscious  instrument  of  my  designs. 

This  Kosciusko  long  has  injur'd  me, 
Has  been  an  hindrance  to  my  rising  greatness, 
Thwarting  alike  my  love  and  my  ambition. 
The  first  I  had  forgiven ;  'twas  but  the  trick 
Of  boyhood,  and  was  punish'd  by  the  loss 
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Of  what  his  triumph  had  defrauded  me. 

But  he,  who  stands  betwixt  me  and  my  greatness, 

The  rival  of  my  power Curse  on  the  thought, 

It  stings  me  e'en  to  death! — This  very  morning 

I  saw  him  pass  along  the  streets  of  Warsaw, 

In  mock  humility,  but  inward  triumph. 

His  way  was  strew'd  with  flowers ;  the  giddy  Crowd 

Hung  on   his   steps,    and   hail'd   him    "  Saviour" — 

"  Father."— 

The  opening  casements  echoed  back  the  sound, 
Where  stood  the  Pride  and  Beauty  of  the  land ; 
Sires  to  their  children,  husbands  to  their  wives, 
All  pointing  out  the  god  of  their  Idolatry. 
Oh  !  'twas  a  sight,  that  work'd  me  into  madness. 
The  very  infants  stammer'd  "  Kosciusko," 
And  lisp'd  forth  prayers  and  blessings  as  he  pass'd. 
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But  as  for  me — O  vengeance,  vengeance,  vengeance 
My  wounds,  my  services,  are  all  forgotten. 
Forgotten,  overlooked,  or  worse, — forsooth 
Requited,  nay,  o'erpaid  by  the  high  honour 
Of  having  serv'd  under  great  Kosciusko !  — 
I've  borne  these  things  too  long. 


KOSCIUSKO. 
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SCENE  V.  —  A  Castle  in  Poland. 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO  and  an  OFFICER, 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 

All,  all  is  lost; 
I  read  it  in  thy  looks,  thy  trembling  tongue, 
have  no  more  a  Son- 

OFFICER. 
Thy  Son  still  lives 

MADAM  KOSCHUSKO. 
>till  lives  I    Alas  !  a  captive,  a  sad  victim, 
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Worn  out  perhaps  with  wounds,  and  toils,  and  watching ; 
Glutting  the  vengeance  of  his  Enemies. 

OFFICER. 

His  virtues,  his  misfortunes,  must  command 
Respect  from  all — e'en  from  our  Conquerors. 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 

t 

Respect  from  the  foul  woman  of  the  North  ? 

OFFICER. 

His  wounds,  'though  many,  are  not  desperate, 
And  Peace  will  soon  restore  him  to  your  arms. 

"    '  *  .   '       ,  "^NV     -'"  • 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 
Will  She,  who  slew  a  husband,  spare  a  foe  ? 

[She  pauses,  as  agitated. 


KOSCIUSKO. 

Support  me,  righteous  God !  forsake  me  not 
In  this  my  hour  of  trial.  —  I  am  prepar'd ; 
Proceed,  Sir,  with  thy  tale  ;  I'll  hear  it  all. 
Say,  by  what  fortune,  by  what  treachery, 
Has  Poland  fallen? 

OFFICER. 

By  treachery  indeed, 

By  deepest,  foulest,  most  unheard-of  treachery ; 
Betray*d  by  one  in  whom  she  long  confided. 
Thou  know'st  Poninski 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 

What!  the  Count  Poninski? 
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OFFICER. 
'he  Count  Poninski  has  betrayed  his  Country, 
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Barter'd  her  rights,  her  laws,  her  independence. 
For  Russian  gold. 


MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 

Heaven's  curses  on  the  traitor  !  - 
No,  no ;  let  me  not  curse  him ;  'tis  enough 
That  he  should  bear  his  load  of  guilty  life — 
A  blasted  name — a  never-healing  conscience— 
That  by  his  monstrous  deeds  he  stands  excluded 
For  ever  from  the  pale  of  human  mercy. 
Almighty  Goodness  can  alone  forgive  him.  — 
But  to  thy  tale. 

OFFICER. 

Led  on  by  Kosciusko, 
Already  had  we  triumphed  o'er  the  foe ; 
Already,  flush'd  with  hope,  beheld  the  crown 
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Of  all  our  labours,  and,  in  joyous  fancy, 

Bore  back  redemption,  liberty,  and  peace, 

To  glad  the  hearths  of  our  reviving  Country. 

All,  for  a  while,  was  ours ;  e'en  though  fresh  legions, 

In  gathering  clouds,  o'ercast  the  far  horizon, 

Still  pouring  downwards  to  supply  the  place 

Of  those  who  fled  or  perish'd ;  spite  of  all 

Their  discipline — their  multitudes — the  fate 

Of  Poland  yet  prevaiTd  ;  when,  in  a  moment, 

In  a  most  critical  and  arduous  moment, 

The  slave  Poninski,  (who  all  day  had  stood 

Aloof,  or  dallying  with  the  enemy, 

Looking  on  idly,  whilst  his  fellows  bled,) 

As  by  some  sudden  panick  overtaken, 

Forsook  the  field,  and  left  the  River's  pass 

Open  to  the  Foe. 
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MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 

O  heartless  cowardice  I 
O  treachery ! 

OFFICER. 

Assail'd  on  every  side 
By  gathering  multitudes,  our  little  Band, 
With  untam'd  spirit  but  decaying  numbers, 
Maintain' d  the  fight,  presenting  still  a  firm, 
Impenetrable  phalanx  to  the  Foe. 
One  great  example  animated  all — 
All  strove  to  emulate  their  glorious  Chief. 
Known  by  his  floating  plume  and  gallant  steed, 
Where  rag'd  the  battle  fiercest,  he  was  seen 
Suspending  still  the  fortunes  of  the  day ; 
Flying  from  rank  to  rank,  with  voice,  hand,  heart, 
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Exhorting1,  cheering,  renovating  all. 

"  Redeem,"  he  cried,  "  your  Country  from  the  yoke  ; 

"  Redeem  your  wives,  your  babes,  your  Country's  altars, 

"  Your  Fathers'  sepulchres ;  all  are  at  stake, 

"  All  rest  upon  the  valour  of  your  arm." — 

And  ever  as  he  spoke,  more  deadly  grew 

The  fight  around ;  and  still  his  presence  lent 

New  life  to  hope,  fresh  fury  to  despair. 

But  why  prolong  the  tale  ? 

Whilst  thus  performing 
At  once  the  General's  and  the  Soldier's  part ; 
Whilst,  mid  the  whirlwind  of  conflicting  hosts, 
Still  obstinately  bent  or  to  retrieve 
Or  perish  in  the  field,  he  stood  (with  eyes 
Now  flashing  indignation  on  the  foe, 
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Now  sadly  rais'd,  as  if  imploring  Heaven 
To  pity  those  he  lov'd — to  shield  his  Country 
From  the  stern  vengeance  of  a  Tyrant's  power) 
A  sudden  blow,  descending  from  the  lance 
Of  a  fierce  Cossack,  stretch'd  him  on  the  earth, 
All-bleeding,  senseless.     There  long  time  he  lay. 
He  woke  again — but  only  to  behold 
His  Army  slaughter'd,  and  his  Country  lost. 

MADAM  KOSCIUSKO. 

'Tis  done  !    And  Power,  brute  Power,  hath  now  usurp'd 
The  throne  of  Justice.     Poland  is  no  more. 
Her  proud  existence,  perhaps  her  very  name, 
Ras'd  from  the  list  of  Nations.     Europe  saw, 
And  interpos'd  not.     May  she  never  rue 
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The  strong  example  of  successful  guilt. 

Farewell,  Sir.     Shouldst  thou  see  my  Son,  salute 
Him  with  a  dying  Mother's  blessing ;  say, 
That,  next  to  leaving  him  and  Poland  happy, 
Her  dearest  consolation  was  to  know 
That  he  had  done  his  duty. 
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T!s  done!  —  And  He,  who  yesterday 

The  bolts  of  Empire  hurl'd ; 
Who  saw  beneath  his  iron  sway 

The  Despots  of  the  World ; 
The  Comet,  whose  portentous  rays 
Wrapt  Earth  and  Ocean  in  their  blaze, 
Sinks  into  sudden  night.     The  Almighty  Will 
Hath  hush'd  the  raging  storm,  and  bids  the  World  be  still 
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Tis  done ! — And  round  th'  empurpled  bed, 
Where  Hate  and  wild  Ambition  led 

Their  myriads  to  the  strife, 
Content  shall  smile  from  olive  bowers, 
Young  Hope  diffuse  her  fairest  flowers, 
And  Freedom  wing  the  golden  hours 

With  love  and  joy  and  life ! 
Chas'd  by  the  sweeping  Whirlwind's  breath, 
The  lingering  mists  of  Doubt  and  Death 

Are  melting  into  day ; 
Grim  Superstition,  wont  to  bind 
In  chains  of  night  the  ardent  mind, 

Has  half  dissolv'd  away  ; 
Whilst  (as  the  struggling  vapour  flies 
And  Light  descends  through  purer  skies) 
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Virtue,  emerging  from  the  subject  storm, 

To  Man's  unclouded  sight  reveals  her  brightened  form. 


But  see !  how  low  the  fallen  Victor  lies, 

The  mighty  Chief,  whom  Earth  could  scarce  contain ; 
On  every  side  he  throws  his  anxious  eyes, 
Yet  meets  no  pitying  look  to  soothe  his  pain. 
The  swarm,  that  revell'd  in  his  rays, 
Have  ceas'd  to  wonder  and  to  gaze ; 
E'en  She,  his  once  imperial  Bride, 

Disdains  his  narrow  doom ; 
The  blast,  which  crush'd  the  laurel's  pride, 

Has  chilPd  the  myrtle's  bloom. 
Of  all  his  deeds  of  glory  done, 
Of  all  the  spoils  his  valour  won, 
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Of  all  that  brought  his  former  pride  relief, 

The  coward's  fears — the  brave-man's  grief — 
The  treacherous  smile — the  sullen  vow — 
Th'  indignant  patriot's  fallen  brow  — 
Ah !  which  of  these  avails  thee  now  ? 
Fond  Man !  and  was  this  truth  unknown, 

Or  must  thy  fall  to  Tyrants  prove, 
How  baseless  is  the  Warrior's  throne, 

How   vain   a   Monarch's    might  without    a    People's 
love? 

Yet  let  me  not  insult  the  woe 

Of  Glory's  fallen  son, 
'Tis  not  o'er  thee,  but  Freedom's  foe, 

I  hail  the  trophies  won ! 
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Let  them  insult  thy  captive  hour — 

The  slaves — who  only  want  the  power 
To  do  as  thou  hast  done ; 

Who,  whilst  they  curse  thy  tyranny, 

To  every  other  bow  the  knee. — 

Or  does  the  impetuous  spirit  chide 
To  see  thee  thus  thy  fall  survive  ? 

A  King  indeed  thou  might'st  have  died, 

In  pomp  of  power  and  battle's  pride, 

With  hostile  thousands  at  thy  side  1  !   %  rti)f 

But  blood  too  long  had  flow'd  for  thee, 

And  neither  death  nor  victory 

Was  wanting  to  thy  memory ; 
"Such  death  may  fame  to  patriot  valour  give; 
Thy  noblest,  hardest  conquest  is  to  live. 

.F  2 
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Destroyer  of  the  human  mind, 

Where  now,  Ambition,  are  thy  charms  ? 
Where  now  the  wretches,  who  resign'd 

Their  honour  to  thy  arms  ? 
Borne  on  by  Fortune's  swelling  tide, 
Awhile  in  guilty  pomp  they  ride, 
And  Ocean  smiles  beneath  their  pride. 
Alike  they  scorn  the  flood  and  foe ; 
'Till  dash'd  upon  the  sudden  rock 
(Too  soon  to  bear,  too  late  to  shun  the  shock) 
They  wake  beneath  th'  irreparable  blow, 
That  whelms  their  glories  in  the  gulph  below. 

Not  so  the  truly  Great — the  Good — 
Not  such  the  fate  to  those  assign'd, 
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Who  singly  stemm'd  Oppression's  flood, 
Who  nobly  fell  or  nobly  stood, 

And  died  or  liv'd,  to  save  Mankind. 
How  pure  their  lives,  how  sweet  their  rest, 
"  By  all  their  Country's  wishes  blest." 
Attendant  Virtue  hail'd  their  bloom ; 
Consenting  Millions  raise  their  tomb ; 
id  unborn  Ages  ratify  their  doom. 

h !  bright  occasion,  ne'er  to  be  retriev'd, 
Oh !  means  of  greatness,  now  for  ever  flown, 
Jonfiding  Millions'  fondest  hopes  deceived, 

every  dream  of  promis'd  Empire  flown ! 

Vain  Man !  around  thee  all  is  dark ; 

Or,  if  there  still  survive  a  spark — 
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If  sense  or  feeling  glow  within, 

Yet,  does  it  not  consume  thy  heart, 
To  dream  of  what  thou  MIGHT'ST  have  been. 
Then  wake  to  see  the  thing  thou  ART  '{ 
An  ALFRED  in  thy  conquering  hour! 
And  Europe  still  had  blest  thy  power ; 
A  WASHINGTON  !  whatever  thy  fate, 
Thine  Enemies  had  hail'd  thee  great ; 
A  Victor,  on  thy  Sabine  farm ! 
Thy  very  name  had  breath'd  a  charm, 
Had  stood,  through  every  age  and  clime,  enshrin'd 
With   theirs — the   godlike   Few  —  who   liv'd  to  bless 
Mankind. 

April,  1814, 
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Saw  ye  those  streams  of  living  light, 
That  track'd  yon  Eagle's  downward  flight, 
As  from  the  mountains  of  the  North 
He  rush'd,  in  pride  of  freedom,  forth  I  — 
Disdainful  of  the  clamorous  foe, 
The  twilight  brood,  that  shrink  below, 

In  anguish,  from  the  day, 
Round  ORELLANA'S  sweeping  floods, 
O'er  ANDES'  snows,  o'er  CHILI'S  woods, 
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The  Bird  of  Heaven  pursues  his  destin'd  way ; 
Again  with  rapture  views  his  native  skies, 
On  wings  of  life  and  hope  again  expanding  flies. 

H  -TJ  '  :•  3h  "i 
Hail,  Freedom,  hail ! — To  thee  my  soul 

Its  earliest,  latest,  incense  pours ; — 

Roll  on,  ye  glorious  visions,  roll, 

And  waft  me  to  COLUMBIA'S  shores. 

There,  whilst  the  Spring,  in  earliest  bloom, 

Relieves  the  Winter's  transient  gloom ; 

Whilst  Summer's  smile  the  charm  renews, 

And  Autumn  glows  in  richest  hues ; 
There  with  wild  herds,  that  never  felt  a  yoke, 
'Midst  groves,  unconscious  of  the  woodman's  stroke, 

There  shall  my  soul  delighted  rest, 

And  smile  to  see  a  People  blest. 
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Vain  Hope !  —  Ah !  what  did  these  avail  — 

The  breezes  of  the  mountain  tract, 
The  verdure  of  the  laughing  dale, 

The  thunders  of  the  cataract, 
Health,   Plenty,    Grandeur?     All,   alas!   how 

vain, 

Where  Superstition  holds  her  sickly  reign, 
And  free-born  Man  decays  beneath  the  Oppressor's 
chain. 

Unconscious  of  her  heavenly  birth, 

Alas !  through  many  a  lingering  age, 
Thy  genius,  great  COLUMBIA,  lay; 
Stern  Tyranny  repress'd  thy  dawning  worth. 

The  Poet's  fire,  the  Patriot's  rage, 
Repos'd  within  their  moulds  of  clay. 
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E'en  Nature  witherM  in  her  bloom, 
The  Sun  glow'd  only  to  consume, 
And  Earth  was  but  her  children's  tomb. 
But  see !  'tis  past !  the  night  is  o'er ; 
Oppression  sinks  to  rise  no  more. 
Fierce,  as  at  MARATHON  it  blaz'd, 

Whilst  Asia  bow'd  beneath  the  stroke, 
Or  when,  by  godlike  ALFRED  rais'd, 

The  flame  in  kindling  BRITONS  woke, 
That  Spirit,  which  unchain'd  the  North, 
Hath  sent  its  meteor  standard  forth, 
And  Myriads,  burning  to  be  free, 
Crowd  on  to  death  or  victory. 
Heard  ye  the  Bigot's  dying  groan  ? 
Oppression  trembles  on  her  throne, 
To  find  her  powers  of  darkness  flown ; 
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Awhile  she  struggles  with  impending  doom, — 
Then  flies  to  other  realms,  to  shades  of  deeper  gloom. 

But  still  on  EUROPE'S  darken'd  shore 

The  Despots  of  the  Earth  reclin'd, 
Recount  their  subject  Millions  o'er, 

And  deal  out  fetters  to  Mankind. 
Fallen  is  the  Foe ! 

The  arm  that  laid  their  mightiest  low, 
Whose  thunders  shook  each  adamantine  throne. 
Writhing  on  his  bed  of  stone, 

Midst  Ocean's  farthest  wilds  he  lies, 
The  gather'd  Vultures  hear  his  groan, 

And  mock  his  lingering  agonies. 
Untutor'd  by  Affliction's  hour, 
Dead  to  Reflection's  calmer  power, 
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Elate  the  Victors'  bosoms  glow 

In  triumph  o'er  a  captive  Foe ! 

What,  though  Oppression's  ravening  flood 

Still  sweep  SARMATIA'S  fields  of  blood; 

Though,  far  around,  each  fallen  State 

Brood  darkly  o'er  its  alter'd  fate  ; 

Or  shriek,  by  headlong  rapine  driven, 

For  vengeance  of  its  wrongs  to  Heaven ! 

Heedless  alike  of  friends  or  foes, 

Of  others'  joys  or  others'  woes, 

The  Victors  of  mankind  repose. 

Fortune  hath  crown'd  their  former  toils, 

And  Peace  will  now  secure  the  spoils  ! — 
.Peace,  impious  Men! — And  do  ye  dream  of  Peace? 
PEACE  SHALL  NOT  DWELL  ON  EARTH  TILL  TY- 
RANTS CEASK. 
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No,  Despots,  no.     Ye  strive  in  vain : 

Nor  sword  nor  chain, 
Not  force  or  deadlier  fraud  shall  tame 

The  generous  Soul,  that  glows  with  Freedom's  holy  flame. 
Wide  o'er  an  hundred  realms  display'd, 
And  gathering  EUROPE  in  her  shade, 

Imperial  BABEL  mocks  the  skies. 
In  vain !    Stern  o'er  her  haughty  towers 
Thy  brow,  ETERNAL  JUSTICE,  lowers. 

Hark !  on  the  gale  the  distant  thunder  dies ! 

Advancing  now  the  storm  of  ruin  spreads, 
Till,  crumbling  on  the  builders'  heads, 

Lo !  prone  in  dust  the  impious  fabric  lies. 

Then,  as  she  bursts  th'  Oppressor's  bands, 
Exulting  EARTH  shall  clap  her  hands, 
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Shall  laugh,  from  every  shore,  to  see 
Her  long-degraded  Children  free. 

. 
Roll  on,  ye  Hours !    O  haste,  auspicious  Morn, 

Profuse  of  bliss  to  Ages  yet  unborn, 
Chas'd  by  thy  breath  grim  Superstition  flies, 
And  Order,  Science,  Mercy,  Truth,  arise. — 
Nor  vex'd  by  storms,  nor  stagnant  with  repose, 
Pure  and  more  pure  Life's  social  current  flows. 
Where  scowling  Famine  curs'd  a  blighted  soil, 
And  Chains  or  Death  repaid  the  peasant's  toil, 
See  Industry  lead  forth  her  peaceful  band, 
And  Health  and  Plenty  crown  the  smiling  land. 
Scap'd  from  the  Tyrant's  lure,— the  Bigot's  fire,- 
See  pure  Devotion  from  the  soul  aspire ; 
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Whilst  Man,  all-conscious  of  the  aethereal  flame, 
That  slept  too  long  within  his  fetter'd  frame, 
Shall  stand  erect,  in  new-born  Freedom  brave, 
And  vindicate  the  Rights,  which  God  and  Nature  gave. 
October,  1818. 
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Is  this  BRITANNIA,  Ocean's  Child, 

Earth's  radiant  Queen,  whose  azure  zone 
Encircled  Virtue's  living  throne  ? 
Is  this  the  Land,  so  sweet,  so  wild, 
Where  Art  with  rivall'd  Nature  smil'd ; 
Where,  resting  from  the  wearied  oar, 
Affliction  found  a  sheltering  shore, 
And  laugh'd  to  scorn  the  baffled  Tyrant's  roar  ? 
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So  fall'n,  so  abject,  can  this  be 
The  hallow'd  soil  of  Liberty? 

Where  now  that  Race,  whose  wish  was  law, 
Whose  voice  whole  Senates  heard  with  awe ; 
Whose  brows  of  honest  pride,  unsham'd 
By  fear  or  chilling  want,  proclaim'd 

Their  Father's  independence  and  their  own  ? 

Where  now  the  Just,  the  Brave,  the  Wise, 
Stars  brightest  seen  in  darkest  Skies  ? 

Quench'd  is  their  high  existence  ?    Have  ye  flown, 

Ages  of  Glory,  never  to  return  ? 

Shall  Slaves  deride — shall  Tyrants  spurn 
The  Patriot's  consecrated  urn, 
Whilst  bursting  at  his  Country's  shame 
Sinks  the  last  struggling  Heart  of  flame, 
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And  BRITAIN,  yielding  to  the  general  doom, 
Ends  in  a  shade — a  name — like  ATHENS   and   like 
ROME? 

Hark !  through  the  troubled  air, 
Shouts,  shrieks,  and  groans,  in  wild  convulsion,  rise ! 
The  voice  of  death  resounds  on  every  gale. 

"  Spare,  Brothers,  Children,  spare, 
"  In  mercy  to  your  famish'd  kindred's  cries, — 
"  In  pity  to  your  bleeding  Mother's  prayer!" — 

But  what  can  Britain's  tears  avail  ? 

Do  Vultures  heed  the  Turtle's  wail? 

With  foaming  lips  and  flashing  eyes, 

And  bosoms  dead  to  human  ties, 

Onward,  like  tempests  through  the  sky, 

The  Ministers  of  Vengeance  fly. 
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In  vain  would  Beauty's  glistening  tear 
A  moment  stay  their  blind  career ; 
In  vain  would  Age  or  Childhood  plead ; 
E'en   on   their  faultering  knees,    the   guiltless  victims 
bleed. 

Oh !  deeds  of  horror,  scenes  forlorn, 

That  still  before  my  blasted  sight, 
Lower  in  the  prospects  of  the  Morn, 

Glare  through  the  shadows  of  the  Night. 
Here,  sad  survivor  of  the  strife, 
The  widow'd  Husband  curses  life ; 
There,  lost  to  all  that  passes  round, 
Her  bosom  bare,  her  locks  unbound, 
Pale,  stretch'd  upon  the  purple  stone, 
The  spouseless  Maiden  makes  her  moan. 
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With  hurried  step,  and  visage  wild, 

The  frantic  Mother  claims  her  Child ; 
"  Spare,    spare  my  Babe,    my  harmless  Babe"  —  she 

cries, 
And  trampled  to  the  earth,  unheard,  unpitied  dies. 

Is  the  rage  of  slaughter  o'er  ? 

The  groans  of  death  are  heard  no  more. 
But  see,  ah !  see,  where  Murder's  ravening  brood 
Scream,  yet  uusated,  o'er  the  feast  of  blood ; 

Prelude  to  fresh-impending  woe  ! 

Again  the  crimson  tide  shall  flow ; 

Again  perverted  Justice  groan 

In  anguish  o'er  her  tottering  throne ; 
And,  whilst  pale  England  mourns  her  Children  slain, 
Lo  !  Courts  and  Senates  see,  and  triumph  in  her  pain. 
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SOUL  OF  OUR  FATHERS!  Whither  art  thou  fled, - 
Thou,  that  didst,  like  some  Guardian  Angel,  spread 
Thy  brooding  pinions  o'er  this  cherish'd  Isle  ? 
^      What  Region  of  the  echoing  Main 
Now  hails  the  triumphs  of  thy  reign  ? 
Say,  Spirit !  hast  thou  wing'd  thy  flight 
To  Western  Worlds,  long  lost  in  night, 
Where  Freedom,  o'er  the  storm  sublime, 

•A 

An  Iris  round  the  brows  of  Time, 
Bids  every  heart  rejoice,  and  every  desert  smile  ? 
Or  would  thy  Genius  linger  still 

By  classic  spring  and  haunted  groves, 
Where,  reckless  of  surrounding  ill, 
Proud  TIBER  or  ILISSUS  roves; 
Where  not  a  shade,  a  rock,  or  tower, 
But  breath'd  of  thy  pervading  power  ? 
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Or,  wearied  of  the  ways  of  Men, 

Haply  thou  fleest  the  citied  glen, 

To  dwell  in  mountain-solitude 

With  Nature  wild,  but  unsubdued, 

'Midst  forests,  floods,  and  storm-rent  tracts, 

Dark  cliffs,  and  foaming  cataracts ; 

Listening,  while  the  hollow  blast 

Moans  through  the  ruins  of  the  past, 

Or  bursting,  with  prophetic  eye, 

The  clouds  of  far  futurity. 

Oh !  .still,  (wherever  glows  thy  shrine, 
Bright  o'er  Atlantic  wilds  afar, 
Or  dim,  mid  Europe's  paler  star,) 
To  ALBION'S  once-lov'd  sons  thine  ear  incline. 
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Again  into  each  slumbering  frame 
Breathe,  Spirit !  breathe  thy  heart  of  flame ; 
Such  as  beat  high  in  ALFRED'S  breast;  — 
Such  as,  at  RUNNIMEDE  confest, 
Wrung  from  a  trembling  Tyrant's  hand 
The  charter'd  Birth-right  of  our  Land ;  — 
Such  as,  at  Freedom's  later  call, 
Arose,  more  glorious  from  its  fall, 
When,  casting  off  a  Realm's  disgrace, 
The  Deluge,  with  resistless  sway, 

Burst  on  a  perjured,  impious  Race, 
O'erwhelm'd  their  godless  powers,  and  swept  their  very 
names  away. 

January,  1820. 
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When  GREECE,  in  arts  and  arras  sublime, 
Emerging  from  the  stream  of  Time, 

Her  banners  to  the  day  unfurl'd ; 
'Twas  Freedom  gave  her  Virtues  birth, 
'Twas  Freedom  call'd  her  Genius  forth, 

To  bless  the  admiring  World. 

vw+ft  1o  «<»ud  vm "iwsoc?'  ^»iii<? 
With  countless  Hosts  the  Tyrant  came ;  — 
But  Freedom  wav'd  her  sword  of  flame, 

And  laid  his  Myriads  low. 
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Still  MARATHON  remains  to  tell 
What  Souls  in  free-born  bosoms  dwell ; 
How  glorious  is  the  cause  of  Right, 
•    How  impotent  the  Tyrant's  might, 

When  Freemen  meet  their  Country's  foe, 

Heard  ye  the  song  of  triumph  swell  ? 
'Twas  Freedom  woke  the  mighty  spell. 
Saw  ye  yon  Columns  grace  the  skies? 
Thy  genius,  Freedom  !  bade  them  rise. 
Those  rocks  with  life  and  beauty  warm  ? 
Thy  touch  inspir'd  each  glowing  form. 
Did  Painting  boast  her  hues  of  Heaven  ? 
By  thee  the  living  charm  was  given.  — 
All  was  thy  work ;  each  vast  design, 
Each  vaster  labour — all  was  thine  ; 
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And  not  a  grove,  a  hill,  a  plain, 
But  told  the  blessings  of  thy  reign. 

•  •'•$  --" . 
And  are  those  days  of  Glory  o'er? 

Shall  GREECE,  immortal  GREECE,  no  more 

Exalt  her  laurell'd  head? 
Hath  Tyranny  of  ages  broke 
Her  fiery  spirit  to  the  yoke  ? 

Hath  foul  Corruption  shed, 
More  withering  than  the  lightning's  shocks, 
Its  mildew  o'er  her  flowers  and  rocks  ?  — 
Unhappy  Race !    Your  Sires  were  free, 
Were  Men,  were  Heroes. — What  are  YE? 
Oh !  by  those  Sires'  recorded  worth, 
And  by  the  Mountains  of  your  birth, 

H 
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By  HELLESPONT'S  attesting  wave, 
By  Earth  and  Sea,  the  Persian's  grave, 
What  GREECE  hath  been,  oh!  let  her  be ! 

Where  slumbers  now  the  SPARTAN  Flute  ? 
Why  sit  the  Sons  of  ATHENS  mute 

To  wrongs  that  might  arouse  the  dead  ? 
Oh !  by  a  cause  more  just,  more  true, 
Than  GREECE,  in  all  her  glory,  knew; 

By  the  pure  blood  a  SAVIOUR  shed, 
Arise,  and  lay  your  Tyrants  low, 
Redeem  HIS  Altars  from  the  Foe ; 
And  let  the  CROSS  in  triumph  glow 
From  shore  to  shore,  from  sea  to  sea, 
Your  Polar-star  of  Liberty. 

May,  1821. 


ROME. 


'H/xifl-u  y&p  T    aplriff  a?roa/vuT«<   eupCojra, 
'Avepog,  eSir*  a'v  fjuv  xara 


Horn.  Od.  1.17.  v.  322. 


Jove  fix'd  it  certain,  that  whatever  day 
Makes  Man  a  slave,  takes  half  his  worth  away. 

POPE. 


H    2 


ROME. 


The  Mighty  of  the  Earth  are  low;  — 
Lonely  and  sad  in  Superstition's  dome, 

Like  Rachel  weeping  o'er  her  Children's  woe, 
Sits  the  dark  Shadow  of  departed  ROME. 
Alas !  that  Freedom's  song  should  tell, 
How  low  the  Child  of  Freedom  feU. 

How,  reft  of  all  that  made  her  great, 
She  gave  to  feast  the  wanton  hours, 
An  Eastern  Queen  in  Pleasure's  bowers, 
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And  strove,  in  glare  of  scepter' d  state, 

To  veil  the  bursting  clouds  of  Fate. 

The  Virtues  of  the  Elder  Time, 

Proud  Labour,  Poverty  sublime, 

Untainted  Honour,  Patriot  Zeal, 

That  breath'd  but  in  the  public  weal ; 

The  frugal  Meal,  the  Sabine  Farm, 

Had  lost  their  long-inspiring  charm  ;  — 
They  were  the  Flowers  of  Freedom's  glorious  day ; 
With    Her   they  rose   and   bloom'd, — with  Her  they 
pass'd  away. 

But  lo !  emerging  from  the  shade, 
Proud  Vice  unveils  her  bloated  face ; 

Alas !  when  Virtue's  blossoms  fade, 

How  soon  rank  weeds  usurp  their  place. 
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O  ROME  !  lost  ROME  !  so  long  the  parent  Earth 

Of  Freedom,  Science,  and  heroic  Worth, 

What  art  thou  now  ?    Degraded,  desolate, 

The  Den  of  Priestcraft,  Rapine,  Falsehood,  Hate, 

And  black  Abominations,  that  pollute 

The  soul  of  Man,  and  link  him  with  the  Brute ! 

Who,  but  would  weep  to  see  thy  fallen  state? 

God's  hallo  w'd  image  thus  debas'd  ? 

His  blooming  Eden  trod  to  waste  ? 

E'en  Nature  mourns  for  Man's  decay;  — 

The  Sun  shoots  forth  a  cheerless  ray, 

And  Skies,  once  pure  as  Morning's  breath, 

Are  lowering  with  disease  and  death. 
Meanwhile  through  voiceless  plains, 

Proud  Superstition's  wide  domains, 
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O'er  many  a  monument  of  perish'd  fame, 
And  many  a  wreck  of  time,  of  flood,  and  flame. 
Diminished  TIBER  winds  his  weary  way; 
Reflecting  still,  where'er  he  flows, 
His  Country's  shame,  his  Country's  woes. 

May,  1821. 


GREECE. 


....   NDv  \jir\p  TT&vrtav  oiytav. 

JEsch.  Pers.  405. 


GREECE. 


And  why  sits  ENGLAND  tamely  now? 

Hath  Fraud,  hath  Fear,  her  arm  unstrung, 
When  every  hope,  and  every  vow, 

When  every  heart,  and  hand,  and  tongue, 
Should  rise  in  burning  sympathy 
To  bid  a  kindred  Race  be  free  ? 


Too  long  the  soul  of  GREECE  had  slept; 

Her  Sons  too  long  had  kiss'd  the  dust ; 
Too  long  her  captive  Daughters  wept, 

Pale  Victims  to  Barbaric  lust ; 
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Whilst  Faith  half-saw  her  lingering  fire 
Beneath  the  Crescent's  blaze  expire. 

Those  times  are  past. — A  heaven-bright  hour 
Hath  dawn'd  o'er  centuries  of  shame, 

And  Man,  despite  of  Tyrant  Power, 
His  long-lost  heritage  shall  claim ; 

Shall  strike,  in  scorn  to  be  a  slave, 

For  Freedom,  or  a  Freeman's  grave. 

But  hark  !  the  Battle  is  begun  ! 

From  CORINTH'S  rocks,  from  SPARTA'S  shore, 
Rous'd  by  the  deeds  their  Sires  have  done, 

The  Sons  of  ancient  greatness  pour ; 
E'en  now  the  Flag  of  Freedom's  flying, 
And  Thousands  in  her  ranks  are  dying — 
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Dying — Aye,  as  their  Fathers  died, 
Embalm'd  in  Glory's  living  tomb, 

When,  spurning  legion'd  ASIA'S  pride, 
The  willing  Victims  met  their  doom, 

Exulting,  to  their  latest  breath, 

That  GREECE  had  triumph' d  in  their  death. 

Devoted  Martyrs  !  Heirs  to  fame, 

That  ne'er,  but  with  the  World,  shall  fade, 
Once  more  reviving  Freedom's  flame 

Illumes  the  shrine  your  Virtues  made, 
And  Slaves  themselves  must  blush  to  flee, 
Whilst  gazing  on  THERMOPYLAE. 
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But  why  sleeps  ALBION'S  Cross  afar? 
The  time  hath  been,  when  not  an  eye 


110  GREECE. 

Could  turn  to  Glory's  blazing  star, 

But  ALBION'S  hand  and  heart  were  nigh ; 
Herself  disdainful  of  a  yoke, 
The  chains  from  others'  necks  she  broke. 

Is  BRITAIN  deaf  to  Freedom's  vows?  — 
In  bright  ELIZA'S  gallant  reign, 

Rous'd  at  the  call,  a  thousand  prows 

Rush'd  headlong  through  the  roaring  main  ; 

And  rescued  BELGIUM  wept  to  tell 

How  self-devoted  SYDNEY  fell. 

And  nerveless  now  is  RUSSIA'S  arm, 
And  fali'n  is  GAUL'S  proud  Chivalry; 

E'en  CHRISTIAN  FAITH  hath  lost  its  charm, 
When  leagued  with  CHRISTIAN  LIBERTY; 

- 


GREECE. 

And  EUROPE'S  marshall'd  Valour  flings 
No  shield,  but  o'er  the  crimes  of  Kings. 


Ill 


Yet  droop  not,  GREECE.     Though  Fraud,  though 

Power, 

Though  Cross  with  Crescent  be  combined, 
GOD,  in  his  own  appointed  hour, 

Shall  burst  the  bonds  his  Foes  have  twin'd. 
And,  oh !  on  deeds,  on  wrongs  like  thine, 
An  Eve  of  Glory  yet  must  shine. 
November,  1822. 


STONEHENGE. 


The  World's  vain  Generations  pass  away, 

Fanes,  Cities,  Palaces,  arise  and  fall, 
The  work,  the  boast,  and  ruin  of  a  day ; 

But  thou,  proud  Monument,  surviving  all, 
Still  standest  in  lone  majesty.     Thy  birth, 

The  buried  secret  of  a  nameless  Age, 
'Twere  vain  to  ask.     Some  Child  of  teeming  Earth 

Stamp'd  in  the  burst  of  Elemental  rage, 
Oft  have  I  deem'd  thee ;  for  not  Druid  hands, 

Nor  Uther's  might,  nor  Merlin's  mystic  lore, 

I 
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Nor  Rome  imperial  with  her  countless  bands, 
Uprear'd  thy  bulk  on  Britain's  distant  shore. 
Whatever  thy  birth,  Religion  never  trod 
A  Temple  worthier  of  great  Nature's  God. 
June  21,  1820. 


A    PRAYER. 


_'iji/  ..:*'  ';jis'itfq  .  oni  J 

Grant,  righteous  GOD  !  however  cast  my  fate, 
On  social  duties,  or  on  toils  of  State ; 
Whether  at  home,  dispensing  equal  laws, 
Or  foremost,  struggling  for  the  World's  applause ; 
Justice  or  Soldier,  Senator  or  Judge, 
A  public  Hero,  or  a  private  Drudge; — 
As  Neighbour,  Brother,  Husband,  Sire,  and  Son, 
In  every  work,  accomplished  or  begun, 
Grant,  that  my  part  be  not  ignobly  done  ! 

i  2 
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When  false  Ambition  tempts  my  Soul  to  rise, 
Teach  me  her  proffer'd  honours  to  despise  ; — 
Though  Chains  or  Poverty  await  the  Just, 
Though  Millions  lure  me  to  betray  my  trust ; 
Unmov'd  by  Wealth,  unaw'd  by  tyrant  Might, 

* 

Still  let  me  steadily  pursue  the  Right, 

Hold  fast  my  plighted  Faith,  nor  stoop  to  give 

For  ransom'd  life,  the  only  cause  to  live. 

January  1,  1808. 


TO  SLEEP. 


FROM    THE    LATIN. 


Tir'd  Nature's  friendly  Nurse,  whose  mild  controul 
Can  o'er  each  anxious  thought  oblivion  shed, 
r  wrap  in  airy  bliss  the  troubled  soul,  — 
Descend  propitious  on  thy  Suppliant's  head. 

icn  smiling  Hope  has  strew'd  Life's  wild  with  flowers, 
Borne  on  delirious  Fancy's  wings  away, 
\>o  oft,  perhaps,  amid  those  thoughtless  hours, 
He  scorn'd  thy  gentle,  salutary  sway. 
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But  now  those  cherish'd  days  of  bliss  are  o'er, 
Those  brighter  prospects  seem  for  ever  flown, 

Delusive  Fancy  now  can  charm  no  more, 
"  And  Melancholy  marks  him  for  her  own." 

Oxford,  November  14,  1806. 


WINTER. 


FROM    THE    LATIN. 


Fierce  from  the  angry  prisons  of  the  North, 
Lo !  Winter  spreads  her  desolating  gloom ; 

In  thick  array  the  Tempests  issue  forth, 
And  drooping  Nature  yields  her  latest  bloom. 

From  every  scene  Creation's  charms  have  fled ; 
Where  late  the  Earth  in  rich  luxuriance  smil'd, 
Herds,  that  venture  from  their  nightly  shed, 
Scarce  find  a  scanty  pittance  on  the  wild. 
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The  little  feather'd  Race,  whose  matin  song 
Oft  cheer'd  the  distant  Traveller  on  his  way, 

Their  tuneful  warblings  hush'd,  together  throng- 
In  shivering  flocks  beneath  the  leafless  spray. 

Yet  shall  the  gentle  hours  of  opening  Spring, 

.1 
Again  with  verdure  deck  the  faded  plain ; 

Again  the  Sun  his  cheering  influence  fling, 
And  amorous  Groves  repeat  the  early  strain. 

But  not  for  Man,  frail  Tenant  of  the  Earth, 

Life's  Autumn  o'er,  shall  Spring  or  Summer  bloom ; 

Doom'd  to  the  kindred  dust  that  gave  him  birth, 
Relentless  Winter  calls  him  to  the  tomb. 

Oxford,  N&vember  20,  1806. 


LINES 


IN  IMITATION  OF  SHENSTONE. 


No  longer  shall  Doubt  or  Despair 
Leave  the  trace  of  a  sorrow  behind ; 

Farewell  to  each  heart-racking  care, 
For  Laura,  dear  Laura,  is  kind. 


When,  with  tenderness  only  her  own, 
My  affectionate  suit  she  approv'd, 

Such  rapture,  sure,  none  can  have  known, 
But  with  fervour  like  mine  who  have  lovrd. 


122  IMITATION  OF  SHENSTONE. 

Ye,  to  whom  such  a  bliss  is  denied, 
As  to  know  all  the  transports  I  feel, 

Oh !  do  not  my  passion  deride 

Ere  the  charms  of  my  Love  I  reveal ; 

For  on  her  lavish  Nature  bestows 
Gifts  exceeding  the  labours  of  Art ; 

From  her  lips  all  the  sweetness  that  flows 
Is  the  genuine  voice  of  the  heart. 

9 

Like  the  beams  of  the  new-blushing  Morn, 
Sweet  Modesty  glows  in  her  face, 

And  the  smiles  of  Good-humour  adorn, 
And  add  lustre  to  every  grace. 

Sense  and  Virtue  together  combin'd, 
Neither  sickness  nor  time  can  remove ; 
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Nay — the  charms  of  an  elegant  Mind, 
Will  with  each  fleeting  moment  improve. 

Then  surely  this  Nymph  must  engage 

My  eternal  affection  and  truth ; 
For  her  Worth  will  secure  in  old  age, 

Whom  her  Charms  have  attracted  in  youth. 

Oxford,  OctoberW,  1807. 


TO  LAURA, 


ON    HER    BIRTH    DAY. 


Though  Winter,  lingering  in  the  skies, 
Forbids  the  vernal  Flowers  to  rise, 
Chills  with  rude  breath  the  Zephyr's  wing, 
And  checks  the  harbingers  of  Spring; 
Yet  shall  not  Winter's  gloom  annoy 
These  hours  devote  to  festive  joy, 
But  Friends,  with  hearts  serenely  gay, 
Shall  hail  my  Laura's  natal  day. 


TO  LAURA. 

Oh !  long  may  this  auspicious  Morn 
Streak'd  with  new  happiness  return  ! 
May  Health  and  Peace,  my  Love,  be  thine, 
And  I  shall  feel  them  doubly  mine. 
May  thy  years  softly  glide  away 
In  one  unclouded  Summer's  day; 
And,  when  the  bloom  of  life  is  flown, 
(For  youth,  alas !  is  quickly  gone,) 
When  dead  those  joys,  that  charm'd  before, 
And  youthful  scenes  delight  no  more ;  — 
May  Children  (in  whose  infant  grace, 
Affection  shall  exult  to  trace 
Each  feature  of  their  Mother's  face) 
May  grateful  Children  then  assuage 
The  ills  of  life's  declining  stage, 
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With  blessings  crown  thy  hoary  hairs, 
And  recompense  thy  former  cares. 
May  thy  fond  Husband  still  impart 
Each  hope,  each  joy,  that  warms  his  heart, 
Still  nurse  Affection's  purest  flame, 
In  each  vicissitude  the  same ; 
And,  conscious  of  thy  matchless  worth, 
Still  bless  the  hour  that  gave  thee  birth. 
January  13,  1308. 


TO    LAURA. 


Of  all  I  sought  on  Earth  at  length  possest, 
And  more  than  recompens'd  for  years  of  pain, 

In  every  wish  of  long  Affection  blest,  — 
And  do  I  weary  bounteous  Heaven  again  ? 

No — for  myself  no  more. — Yet  might  I  raise 

The  heartfelt  prayer  for  purity  like  thine, 
I'd  ask  indulgent  Heaven  to  crown  thy  days 

With  every  bliss  thy  love  has  heap'd  on  mine. 
January  13,  1809. 


FROM    THE    GERMAN. 


The  Autumn  leaf  is  swept  away ; 
Worn  out  by  Nature's  slow  decay, 

Age  drops  into  the  tomb. 
Does  this  appal  the  sober  mind  ? 
No — e'en  the  weakest  stands  resigned 

To  universal  doom. 

But  when  the  secret  Arrow  flies ; 
When  murderous  rage  dissolves  the  ties 
Of  love,  and  hope,  and  life; 
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When  Youth  and  Beauty  press  the  bier, 
Then,  then,  we  deem  the  lot  severe, 
And  tremble  at  the  strife. 

Lo  !  clouds  on  clouds  the  Heaven  deform : 
Serene  we  wait  the  coming  storm, 

Nor  shrink  beneath  the  blow ; 
Yet  may  the  sudden  Whirlwind  rise, 
Or  Fate  descend  from  smiling  Skies 

To  lay  our  glories  low. 

E'en  whilst  we  waste  the  careless  hours, 
The  Foe,  unseen  amidst  the  flowers, 

Our  promis'd  joys  may  blight ; 
The  Sun,  perhaps,  that  gilds  our  bloom, 
Is  but  a  halo  round  the  gloom 

Of  unexpected  Night. 


MALVINA 

LAMENTING  THE  DEATH  OF  OSCAR. 


It  was  the  accent  of  my  Love, 

His  Image  caught  my  longing  eyes ; 

Why,  envious  Blast,  the  dream  remove  1 
Why  wake  me  from  my  fancied  joys  ? 

Again  these  aching  eyelids  close ; 

No  dreams  return  to  soothe  my  sadness ; 
Ah!  once,  as  the  gay  morn  arose, 

They  woke  to  sights  of  love  and  gladness, 


MALVINA. 

Then,  then,  beneath  a  Lover's  smile, 
I  bloom'd  elate  in  youthful  pride, 

A  blighting  tempest  came  the  while, — 
My  joy,  my  life,  my  Oscar  died. 

From  home,  from  friends,  from  love  afar, 
He  sought  the  field  in  evil  hour ; 

Oh !  that  the  cruel  hand  of  War 
Should  ever  crush  so  fair  a  flower! 

July  1,  1811. 
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TO   THE   RIVER  ESK. 


Sweet  ESK,  along  thy  winding  shore 
Oft  shall  the  Pilgrim's  footsteps  stray, 

And  every  varying  scene  explore, 
The  cavern'd  rock  and  wooded  brae : 

Where,  half-emerging  from  her  groves, 
Fair  MAVIS  decks  the  neighbouring  glen; 


TO  THE  RIVER  ESK. 

Or  where  the  eye  enamour'd  roves 
Among  thy  shades,  wild  HAWTHORN  DEN. 

Here,  lowering  o'er  the  mazy  way, 
Contending  craigs  and  shrubs  arise  ; 

Sunk,  though  majestic  in  decay, 

There,  ROSLIN  mingles  with  the  skies. 

What  though  no  more  her  shady  bowers 

Re-echo  to  the  Minstrel's  lay ; 
Though  now  no  more  her  battled  towers 

Defy  the  hostile  Chief's  array ; — 
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Still  'midst  these  scenes,  with  fond  delight, 
Awaken'd  Fancy  loves  to  roam ; 
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Now  aw'd  beneath  th'  impending  height, 
Now  musing  o'er  the  ruin'd  dome ; 

Till,  turning  from  each  wild  remain 
Of  Gothic  pride  and  Feudal  rage, 

She  hails,  in  Ceres'  peaceful  reign, 
The  emblems  of  a  happier  age. 

July,  1811. 


FROM   THE   FRENCH, 


Oh !  heard  ye  the  thunders,  that  roll'd  on  the  gales  1 
Oh !  saw  ye  the  lightnings,  that  flash'd  through  the 

sky? 

« 

The  storm  of  destruction  has  burst  on  our  vales, 
And  the  moment  of  glory  or  suffering  is  nigh. 


Where  slumber  the  Brave,  while  the  Despots  of  Earth 
All  foul  with  the  blood  of  their  kindred  advance, 

While  the  Spoiler  insults  the  dear  scenes  of  their  birth, 
And  the  Bigot  is  forging  fresh  fetters  for  France  ? 


136  FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

Shall  these  seats  of  our  love  be  the  portion  of  Strangers? 

ill 

Shall  the  Tyrant  usurp  what  the  Freeman  has  won  ? 
Shame — shame  on  the  bosom,  that  startles  at  dangers, — 
That  beats  not  to  do  as  our  Fathers  have  done. 

From  slaughter  unshrinking,  disdainful  of  numbers, 
The  chains  of  the  Priest  and  the  Tyrant  they  broke ; 

But  their  Sons  would  repose  in  inglorious  slumbers, 
Would  crouch,  (O  disgrace!)  to  the  Foreigner's  yoke. 

Not   such  were   the   dreams,    which  in   childhood  we 

cherish'd, 

When  our  hearts  with  the  triumphs  of  Liberty  glow'd ; 
When  with  Heroes,  who  conquer'd,  —  o'er  Martyrs,  who 

perish'd,  — 
Our  fancy  exulted  —  our  sympathy  flow'd. 


FROM  THE  FRENCH. 
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But  the  Visions  of  Glory  and  Virtue  have  fled, 

And  we   stray  'midst  the  shadows,   which  Tyranny 
throws ; 

The  Spirit  of  Freedom  must  start  from  the  Dead — 
Must  illumine  the  Living,  ere  France  can  repose. 

July,  1815. 


PORLIER'S    LAMENT. 


Must  these  Hands,  in  the  battles  of  Freedom  victorious, 

Writhe  with  the  chains  of  the  Coward  and  Slave  ? 
Has  Tyranny  blasted  a  name  once  so  glorious  ? 

Can  it  stamp  with  dishonour  the  deeds  of  the  Brave  ? 
Yet  not  for  chains  this  frail  body  surrounding, 
Not  for  the  shame  my  past  glory  confounding, 
The  pangs,  the  despair,  which  my  bosom  are  wounding, 
Flow  for  the  Land  'tis  denied  me  to  save. 

LAND  OF  MY  SIRES  !    O'er  the  gloom  of  whose  story 
The  eye  of  my  Childhood  indignantly  burn'd ; 
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Land,  for  whose  greatness,  whose  grief,  and  whose  glory, 
My  Manhood  has  toil'd,  —  has  exulted  and  mourn'd; 

See !  round  thy  plains  the  wild  Eagles  are  sailing ! 

There  lie  thy  Sons, — all  their  deeds  unavailing; 

Thy  day-star  of  Hope  set  in  darkness  and  wailing, 
The  triumphs  of  Freedom  to  slavery  turn'd ! 

Was  it  for  THIS  we  defied  the  fierce  Stranger? 

For  THIS  were  the  Bands  of  the  Mountain  array'd? 
Has  the  Son,  for  whose  love  SPAIN  has  dar'd  every 
danger, 

With  chains  and  with  death  her  devotion  repaid  ? 
Fools  that  we  were  !  a  vain  phantom  pursuing ; 
Reposing  in  glory,  nor  dreaming  of  ruin, 
Till  waking  too  late  we  lament  our  undoing, 

By  the  Hand  we  had  arm'd,  we  had  trusted, — be- 
tray'd. 
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Bigot,  pursue  the  career  of  thy  madness ! 

Despot,  exult  in  the  lust  of  thy  sway ! 
Soon  shall  thy  triumph  be  chang'd  into  sadness, 

Soon  shall  thine  Empire,  like  thought,  pass  away, 
Yes  !  through  the  gloom  a  bright  morning  is  breaking, 
Vengeance  I  see  the  proud  Tyrant  overtaking, 
SPAIN  from  the  death-sleep  of  ages  is  waking, 

Virtue  reposes  in  Liberty's  ray. 
November  4t  1815. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  A  FRIEND. 


Go,  Saint  belov'd,  thy  toils,  thy  sufferings  o'er, 
Enjoy  that  perfect  bliss  denied  below ; 

Go,  and  with  Angels,  on  a  happier  shore, 
Reap  the  rich  recompense  of  every  woe. 

From  mortal  darkness  to  the  throne  of  day, 
Ah !  never  did  a  purer  Spirit  rise, 

More  meekly  firm,  more  innocently  gay, 
More  humbly  good,  or  charitably  wise. 


\ 

142  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  A  FRIEND. 

When  life's  last  anguish  wrung  thy  wasted  frame, 
Still  brighter  beam'd  the  triumph  of  thy  Mind ; 

From  thy  pale  lips  no  sighs,  no  murmurs  came, 
No  grief,  but  grief  for  those  thou  left'st  behind. 

Yet  still  we  weep  the  Daughter,  Sister,  Friend, 

Snatch'd,  in  Life's  morn,  untimely  from  our  eyes ; 
Oh !  teach  us  then,  as  o'er  thy  tomb  we  bend, 

To  trace  thy  steps,  and  join  thee  in  the  skies. 

t 

August**!,  1821. 


ON    SEEING 

A    MONUMENT    BY    CHANTREY, 

Erected  in  Lichfield  Cathedral, 

TO    THE    MEMORY    OF    TWO    CHILDREN. 


Whilst  freed  from  pain,  dear  Babes,  your  Spirits  fly 

To  join  their  kind  REDEEMER  in  the  Sky, 

And  Earth,  within  her  kindred  breast,  contains 

All  that  of  poor  Mortality  remains ; 

What  Forms  are  these,  which  through  the  glimmering 

Shrine, 
Like  streaks  of  Dawn  o'er  Night's  last  shadows,  shine  ? 


144          ON  A  MONUMENT  BY  CHANTREY. 

» 
What  magic  Hand  hath  broke  the  midnight  gloom, 

And  still'd  in  hope  the  terrors  of  the  Tomb  ? 
Sweet,  as  ere  Death  to  nip  your  blossoms  came, 
Or  stern  Disease  had  chill'd  each  gentle  frame ; 
Calm,  as  when  hush'd  beneath  a  Mother's  eye, 
In  dreams  of  love,  e'en  now,  ye  seem  to  lie-; 
In  look,  in  shape,  so  innocent — so  fair — 
We  start  to  see  reposing  Angels  there. 

To  thee,  blest  Genius,  whose  creative  power 
Still  brightest  burns  in  Sorrow's  darkest  hour, 
Whose  every  Work,  with  charms  defying  Art, 
Shines  the  pure  Mirror  of  a  purer  Heart — 
Though  weak,  and,  ah !-  unvers'd  in  critic  lore, 
Fain  would  the  Muse  her  soul's  full  rapture  pour ; 
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But  vain — where  Feeling,  Genius,  Taste,  conspire, 

And  all  that  see,  must  envy  or  admire — 

Vain  is  the  homage  of  a  lay  like  mine ; 

To  loftier  Harps  thy  glory  I  resign. 

Let  Campbell,  Moore,  or  thine  own  Allan,  raise 

A  tribute,  lasting  as  their  Chantrey's  praise, 

In  echoing  song  to  latest  times  reveal 

What  humbler  Bards,  alas !  can  only  feel 

October,  1822. 


ON    READING 

THE   LIFE   OF   COLONEL  HUTCHINSON, 

Written  by  his  Wife,  Mrs.  Lucy  Hutchinson. 


BLEST  PAIR  !  with  every  British  Virtue  crown'd, 

Great  in  an  Age  for  greatest  souls  renown'd ; 

Good  without  noise,  religious  without  art, 

Well  have  YE  fill'd  your  Heaven-allotted  part. 

In  You,  unshrinking  at  the  call  of  Truth, 

No  chill  of  years  had  quench'd  the  zeal  of  youth ; 

In  You,  by  Sect  or  Party  unconfin'd, 

Breath' d  love  for  England,  and  for  all  Mankind. 

Oh !  how  unlike  our  modern  Sons  of  strife, 

Saints  by  profession,  Profligates  in  lifej 

Who — let  them  rave  and  cant  their  destin'd  day — 

Care  not  though  Freedom,  Virtue  perish'd — yea, 

Though  Earth  with  all  her  Myriads  pass'd  away. 


ON 


THOSE  WHO  FELL  AT  THERMOPYLAE. 


FROM    THE    GREEK. 


Stranger,  to  SPARTA  say,  that  here  we  rest 
In  death,  obedient  to  her  high  behest. 
1807. 


ANOTHER  TRANSLATION    OF   THE   SAME. 

Stranger,  returning  to  our  Country  tell, 
That  here,  obedient  to  her  laws,  we  fell, 
isor. 

L   2 


ON  SEEING 


THE  GRAVE  OF  CHARLES  JAMES  FOX, 


IN   WESTMINSTER   ABBEY. 


IMITATED    FROM    THE    GREEK. 


Here  Fox,  in  holy  slumber,  seals  his  eyes; 
Oh!  do  not  say,  that  PATRIOT  VIRTUE  dies. 

1807. 


NOTES  AND  ILLUSTRATIONS. 
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ture  ages,  that  the  invincible  ardour  of  troops,  half-armed, 
and  newly  raised,  and  scarcely  at  all  disciplined,  beat  the 
veteran  forces  of  Catherine  and  Frederick  (never  less  than 
thrice  their  numbers)  in  many  fierce  engagements.  Mada- 
linsky,  with  eight  hundred  horse,  made  his  way  through  the 
Prussian  troops,  and  traversed  the  whole  of  the  country  oc- 
cupied by  them.  At  Wraclavicz,  Kosciusko,  with  four  thou- 
sand men,  principally  peasants,  defeated  twelve  thousand, 
with  the  loss  of  three  thousand,  and  twelve  pieces  of  cannon  • 
one  battery  in  this  engagement  was  actually  taken  by  a  corps 
armed  with  pitchforks.  Jasinski  took  Wilna  with  six  hun- 
dred men,  and  drove  away  the  Russians,  with  the  loss  of  one 
thousand  five  hundred  prisoners.  In  Warsaw,  the  people  rose 
on  the  garrison ;  and,  notwithstanding  the  dreadful  fire  which 
it  kept  up  with  artillery,  after  forty-eight  hours  hard  fighting, 
drove  them  out,  with  a  loss  of  six  thousand  killed,  three 
thousand  prisoners,  and  fifty  pieces  of  cannon.  Frederick 
William  marched  against  the  capital  with  forty  thousand ;  and 
Kosciusko,  advancing  to  meet  him  with  twelve  thousand,  re- 
pulsed him  with  loss.  The  united  forces  of  the  allies  now 
bore  upon  Warsaw,  and  laid  siege  to  it  with  all  the  re- 
sources of  war  and  of  intrigue.  They  were  kept  at  bay  for 
two  months,  and  sustained  several  defeats  ;  and  the  Prus- 
sians raised  the  siege,  in  order  to  check  a  formidable  insur- 
rection of  the  Poles  in  southern  Prussia.  At  length,  Kos- 
ciusko, after  a  long  and  obstinate  engagement  with  Ferzen, 
in  which  an  overpowering  superiority  of  numbers  would 
have  been  of  no  avail,  had  not  a  treacherous  coadjutor 
(Poninski)  deserted  him  in  a  critical  moment,  covered  with 
wounds,  was  defeated  and  taken.  His  virtues  and  misfor- 
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tunes  are  said  to  have  melted  the  rude  nature  of  the  Cos- 
sacks, who  were  about  to  comply  with  his  entreaties,  and 
to  kill  him,  when  some  one  recognized  him.  He  was  car- 
ried to  Petersburgh,  and  flung  into  a  dungeon,  where  he 
languished  during  the  remainder  of  Catherine's  iniquitous 
reign.  Even  this  dreadful  reverse,  and  the  defeats  that 
followed,  in  nowise  diminished  the  enthusiasm  of  the  Poles. 
They  showed  neither  the  listlessness  nor  the  cruelty  of 
despair  ;  no  commander  was  persecuted  for  his  losses ;  and 
no  relaxation  appeared  in  their  preparations  for  defence. 
The  whole  strength  of  the  Russians  was  required  to  take 
Warsaw,  after  a  gallant  resistance,  and  immense  loss  on 
either  side.  Of  the  unfortunate  Poles,  nine  thousand 
perished  in  the  fight.  After  the  place  was  carried,  it  was 
in  cold  blood  given  up  to  pillage  and  massacre  :  thirty  thou- 
sand persons,  of  all  ages,  and  either  sex,  are  supposed  to 
have  suffered  death  in  every  horrid  form  of  torture  and  in- 
dignity :  thirty  thousand  more,  who  still  refused  to  submit, 
were  suffered  to  leave  the  place,  and  afterwards  hunted 
down  by  the  soldiery  on  every  side,  so  that  few  reached  the 
frontiers.  The  amnesty,  (as  it  was  phrased,)  promised  by 
the  commander,  was  not  ratified  by  his  imperial  Mistress, 
and  the  most  distinguished  Chiefs  were  sent  to  distant 
prisons.  The  wretched  Monarch  was  carried  away  to  Rus- 
sia, where  he  soon  after  died,  not  without  suspicious  cir- 
cumstances ;  the  remainder  of  the  country  was  partitioned ; 
and  Catherine,  as  she  describes  herself  in  her  proclamation, 
with  the  solicitude  of  a  tender  mother,  who  only  wishes  for 
the  happiness  of  her  children,  concluded  the  scene,  by  order- 
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ing  a  solemn  thanksgiving  to  God,  in  all  the  churches,  for  the 
blessings  conferred  on  the  Poles;  and  commanded,  that  each 
of  them  should  swear  fidelity  and  loyalty  to  her,  and  to  shed 
in  her  defence  the  last  drop  of  their  blood,  as  they  should  answer 
for  it  to  God,  and  his  terrible  judgment,  kissing  the  holy  Word 
and  Cross  of  their  Saviour." 


Page  28. 

Invoke  their  glorious  spirits,  and  grow  great 
By  their  example. 

"  So  shall  inferior  eyes, 

'*  That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  great, 
"  Grow  great  by  your  example,"  &c. 

King  John,  Act  v,  Scene  1. 

Page  37. 
And  so  religious. 

Even  "  the  foul  Woman  of  the  North"  could  talk  of  re- 
ligion, when  it  served  her  purposes.  —  See  her  Proclama- 
tions, &c. 

Page  49. 
His  way  was  strew' d  with  Jlowers,  fyc. 

See  Mr.  Fox's  beautiful  account  of  the  Duke  of  Monmouth's 
reception  at  Taunton.  —  Reign  of  James  II,  p.  242. 
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Page  57. 
Redeem,  (he  cried,')  your  Country,  fyc. 

A  weak  imitation  of  some  fine  lines  in  the  Persse  of  JSschy- 
lus. — Vide  supra,  pages  92  and  105  of  this  volume. 

Page  59. 
The  strong  example  of  successful  guilt. 

Europe  is  still  suffering,  and  will  long  suffer,  for  the  par- 
tition of  Poland.     Then  were  the  great  principles  of  Justice 
first  set  at  nought :  physical  force  made  the  only  criterion  of 
right  and  wrong,  and  a  precedent  established  for  every  out- 
rage and  enormity,  which  may  be  devised  by  ambition,  or 
perpetrated  by  power.     Napoleon  justified  his  conquests  by 
the  example  of  his  enemies  in  Poland  ;    whilst  they,  in  turn, 
quote  his  acts  of  aggression  and  lust  of  empire  in  vindication 
of  their  conduct  towards  others.     Such,  however,  are  the 
necessary  consequences  of  viewing  objects  through  the  dazzling 
glare  of  Expediency,  instead  of  contemplating  them  in  the 
steady  light  of  Justice.     Not  that  Expediency  and  Justice, 
when  properly  understood,  are  not  convertible  terms ;   but, 
alas  !  few  comprehend  this  truth,  and  still  fewer  are  capable 
of  keeping  it  constantly  before  their  eyes  in  the  practice  of 
their  lives.     Expediency  is  too  vague,  too  indefinite  a  term  : 
it  opens  too  wide  a  field  to  the  obliquities  of  Cunning  and 
Folly :    it  is  too  capable  of  being  wrested  and  perverted  ac* 
cording  to  the  wishes  or  prejudices  of  its  interpreters.     Not 
so   of  Justice.      No   sophistry   can    confound,    no    pretest 
can  elude  her  laws.     4t  Si  quid  rectissimum  sit,  qurcrimui : 
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perspicuum  est :  si  quid  maxime  expediat ;  obscurum." 
"  Whilst  the  theory  of  Ethics,"  (as  it  is  well  ^observed  by 
Mr.  Stewart,)  "  involves  some  of  the  most  abstruse  questions, 
that  have  ever  employed  the  human  faculties,  the  moral  judg- 
ments and  moral  feelings  of  the  most  distant  ages  and  nations, 
with  respect  to  the  most  essential  duties  of  life,  are  one 
and  the  same." 

The  balance  of  Europe  has  been  for  a  long  time  the  fa- 
vourite theme  of  Statesmen.  Considering  it,  however,  in 
the  light  of  a  mere  physical  object,  dependent  upon  physical 
causes,  they  confine  their  attention  to  the  relative  strength  and 
resources  of  the  different  European  Powers,  and  almost  lose 
sight  of  those  great  moral  principles  on  which  the  safety  of 
states,  not  less  than  of  individuals,  must  ever  principally  de- 
pend. No  one  is  inclined  to  question  the  advantages  of 
justice  among  individuals.  How  irrational  is  it  to  presup- 
pose its  total  inefficiency  in  the  intercourse  of  nations  ! 
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ODE 


TO 


NAPOLEON    BUONAPARTE. 


Page  63. 
'Tis  done  !    And  He,  who  yesterday,  fyc. 

"  'Tis  done — but  yesterday  a  King" — is  the  commence- 
ment of  Lord  Byron's  Ode  to  Buonaparte.  There  are  friends, 
however,  of  the  Author's,  who  can  vouch  for  him,  that  the 
whole  of  the  present  Ode,  (with  the  exception  of  six  or  eight 
lines  subsequently  added  or  altered,)  was  written  immediately 
after  the  event  it  commemorates,  and  before  he  had  ever  seen 
the  lines  written  by  his  Lordship.  Indeed  it  would,  in  all 
probability,  never  have  been  undertaken,  had  the  Author  at 
the  time  been  aware  of  that  great  Poet  being  employed  on 
the  same  subject.  The  words,  however,  in  question  were,  I 
believe,  at  that  moment  common  in  the  mouths  of  hundreds. 
"  'Tis  done,"  "  'Tis  finished,"  was  the  exclamation,  which 
was  heard  on  every  side. 
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Page  67. 
To  see  thee  thus  thy  fall  survive ! 

Nolo  virum,  facili  redimit  qui  sanguine  famam, 
Hunc  volo,  laudari  qui  sine  morte  potest. 

MART. 

Page  69. 
"  By  all  their  Country's  wishes  blest" 

From  a  beautiful   Ode  of  Collins's,  written  in  the  year 
1746. 
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THE  PROGRESS  OF  LIBERTY. 


Page  73. 
The  clamorous  foe, 


Find.  Olymp.  B.  v.  157. 

Page  77- 
Writhing  on  his  bed  of  stone. 

The  age  of  chivalry  is  gone,  and  with  it,  I  fear,  that  ge- 
nerous ardour  and  magnanimity  which  more  than  half  re- 
deemed its  follies.  What  Englishman  does  not  exult  in  being 
the  countryman  of  that  youthful  prince  and  hero,  whose 
valour  in  the  perils  of  battle  was  only  less  conspicuous  than 
his  moderation  and  generosity  in  the  hour  of  victory,  and 
whose  courtesy  towards  a  captive  monarch,  whilst  it  extorted 
tears  of  admiration  from  his  enemies,  has  shed  a  lustre,  in 
the  eyes  of  posterity,  over  the  rude  age  in  which  he  lived  ? 
What  Englishman  will  not  hereafter  blush  at  the  contrast  now 
exhibited,  by  the  government  of  the  same  country,  in  the 
treatment  of  its  imperial  prisoner  at  St.  Helena  ?  Let  me 
not,  however,  be  misunderstood  on  this  subject.  Whilst  I 


160 

thus  give  veiit  to  alternate  feelings  of  indignation  and  con- 
tempt for  the  creatures  who  have  trampled  on  the  weakness, 
and  insulted  the  miseries  of  a  fallen  enemy,  let  me  not  be 
considered  as  less  sensible  to  the  previous  enormities  of  the 
late  Emperor  of  France.  In  the  judgment  of  every  genuine 
lover  of  freedom,  it  is  sufficient,  for  the  condemnation  of 
Napoleon,  that,  betraying  the  high  trust  reposed  in  him,  he 
sacrificed  the  glorious  and  almost  unprecedented  opportunity  of 
conferring  liberty  and  happiness  on  millions,  to  the  selfish 
gratification  of  his  own  low  and  unprincipled  ambition  : — that, 
when  it  was  given  him  to  act  the  immortal  part  of  an  Alfred 
or  a  Washington,  on  a  wider  theatre  than  had  been  ever 
opened  to  human  greatness,  he  could  descend  from  his  ex- 
alted station  to  join  the  vulgar  herd  of  mortals,  who,  if  re- 
membered, will  be  remembered  only  for  the  power  they  have 
abused,  and  the  rank  they  have  rendered  contemptible.  This 
surely  is  enough  to  exempt  the  real  friends  of  freedom  from 
the  absurd  reproach  of  admiration  for  the  character  of  Buo- 
naparte, although  it  may  not,  perhaps,  quite  so  satisfactorily 
account  for,  or  justify,  the  ignoble  and  unmanly  conduct  of 
his  persecutors. 

Page  78. 
Each  fallen  State. 

Genoa,  Venice,  Saxony,  Ragusa,  Norway,  Parga,  Naples, 
&c.  &c. 

Page  79. 
Imperial  Babel. 

The  Holy  Alliance. 
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ENGLAND. 


-Page  85. 
Affliction  found  a  sheltering  shore. 

"  The  division  of  Europe  into  a  number  of  independent 
states,  connected,  however,  with  each  other  by  the  general 
resemblance  of  religion,  language,  and  manners,  is  pro- 
ductive of  the  most  beneficial  consequences  to  the  liberty 
of  mankind.  A  modern  tyrant,  who  should  find  no  resist- 
ance, either  in  his  own  breast,  or  in  his  people,  would  soon 
experience  a  gentle  restraint,  from  the  example  of  his 
equals,  the  dread  of  present  censure,  the  advice  of  his 
allies,  and  the  apprehension  of  his  enemies.  The  object  of 
his  displeasure,  escaping  from  the  narrow  limits  of  his 
dominions,  would  easily  obtain,  in  a  happier  climate,  a 
secure  refuge,  a  new  fortune  adequate  to  his  merit,  the 
freedom  of  complaint,  and  perhaps  the  means  of  revenge. 
But  the  empire  of  the  Romans  filled  the  world  ;  and  when 
that  empire  fell  into  the  hands  of  a  single  person,  the  world 
became  a  safe  and  dreary  prison  for  his  enemies.  The  slave 
of  imperial  despotism,  whether  he  was  condemned  to  drag 
his  gilded  chain  in  Rome  and  the  Senate,  or  to  wear  out  a 
life  of  exile  on  the  barren  rock  of  Seriphus,  or  the  frozen 
banks  of  the  Danube,  expected  his  fate  in  silent  despair. 
To  resist  was  fatal,  and  it  was  impossible  to  fly.  On  every 
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side  he  was  encompassed  with  a  vast  extent  of  sea  and  land, 
which  he  could  never  hope  to  traverse,  without  being  dis- 
covered, seized,  and  restored  to  his  irritated  master.  Be- 
yond the  frontiers,  his  anxious  view  could  discover  nothing 
except  the  ocean,  inhospitable  deserts,  hostile  tribes  of 
barbarians,  of  fierce  manners,  and  unknown  language,  or 
dependent  kings,  who  would  gladly  purchase  the  emperor's 
protection,  by  the  sacrifice  of  an  obnoxious  fugitive. 
'  Wherever  you  are,'  said  Cicero  to  the  exiled  Marcellus, 
*  remember  that  you  are  equally  within  the  power  of  the 
'  conqueror.'"  —  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire, 
vol.  i,  p.  132. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  in  the  days  of  declining  Rome  ; 
a  state,  to  which  the  legislators  of  modern  Europe  might  be 
supposed  to  look  back  with  pleasure,  were  we  to  judge  of 
their  inclinations  by  the  whole  policy  of  their  measures  with 
regard  to  foreigners.  But  that  England  should  be  found  to 
sanction  such  a  policy  !  England,  of  whom  it  has,  in.  better 
times,  been  said  — 

Ss  ri 


navTO$o«ro«ni/  \mtyrnfft 
K/oi/a  Sow/zov/av. 

Find.  Olymp.  8. 

Page  87. 
The  voice  of  death  resounds  on  every  gale. 

The  massacre  at  Manchester,  on  the  16th  of  August,  1819. 


Page  92. 
tt  perjur'd,  impious  race. 


The  Stuarts. 
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GREECE. 


Page  96. 
Still  Marathon  remains  to  tell. 

"  What  an  idea  do  we  form  of  the  energies  of  Liberty, 
when  we  contemplate  Attica,  whose  territory  scarcely  ex- 
ceeded an  English  county,  resisting  the  invasion  of  the  Per- 
sian Monarch,  the  powerful  descendant  of  the  all-conquering 
Cyrus  !  We  see  the  Persian,  to  make  sure  of  his  prey,  pour 
into  this  little  Grecian  state  an  hundred  thousand  chosen 
men.  Ten  thousand  Athenian  citizens  arm  and  march ;  and 
they  are  joined  by  one  thousand  Platseans.  Meanwhile  the 
invaders  penetrate  to  within  twenty  miles  of  Athens.  Jea- 
lous of  the  Athenian  fame,  and  anxious  to  share  with  their 
ally  in  the  glory  of  defending  their  common  Country,  or  to 
perish  in  the  attempt,  the  hardy  sons  of  Lacedtemon  march 
two  hundred  and  ten  miles  in  three  days.  Unparalleled 
effort !  Glorious  enthusiasm !  But  they  have  the  mortifica- 
tion to  arrive  too  late.  The  eleven  thousand  have  already 
triumphed,  and  immortalized  the  field  of  Marathon." — Lord 
Abingdon. 
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Page  96. 

Heard  ye  the  song  of  triumph  swell  ? 
'Twos  Freedom  woke  the  mighty  spell. 

Take,  for  example,  the  celebrated  hymn  of  Callistratus,  in 
honour  of  the  Athenian  Patriots,  of  which  Lowth  says, 
"  Quod  si  post  Idus  illas  martias,  e  Tyrannoctonis  quispiam 
tale  aliquod  carmen  Plebi  tradidisset,  inque  Suburram  et  Fori 
circulos  et  in  ora  Vulgi  intulisset,  actum  profecto  fuisset 
de  partibus  deque  dominatione  Csesarum ;  plus  mehercule 
valuisset  unum  Appohs  ju^Ao;,  quam  Ciceronis  Philippic® 
omnes." — Lowth  De  Sacra  Poesi,  Pral.  K 
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Page  99. 
Proud  Labour  —  Poverty  sublime. 

"  Operae  pretium  est  audire,  qui  omnia  pree  diyitiis  hu- 
mana  spermmt,  neque  honor!  magno  locum,  neque  virtuti 
putant  esse,  nisi  ubi  effuse  adfluant  opes.  Spes  unica  Im- 
peril populi  Romani  L.  Quinctius  Cincinnatus  trans  Tiberim 
quatuor  jugerum  colebat  agrum,  quse  prata  Quinctia  vocan- 
tur.  Ibi  ab  Legatis,  seu  fossam  fodiens  palae  iimisus,  seu 
quum  araret ;  operi  certe,  id  quod  constat,  agresti  intentus  ; 
salute  data  in  vicem  redditaque,  rogatus,  ut,  quod  bene  ver- 
teret  ipsi  reique  publics,  togatus  mandata  Senatus  audiret,  ad- 
miratus,  rogitansque,  satin'  salva  essent  omnia  ?  togam  pro- 
perfc  e  tugurio  proferre  uxorem  Raciliam  jubet.  Qua  siniul, 
absterso  pulvere  ac  sudore,  velatus  processit ;  Dictatorem 
eum  Legati  gratulantes  consalutant." — Liv.  lib.  iii,  c.  xxvi. 

Fabricius  was  another  example  to  his  countrymen  of  con- 
tented and  cheerful  poverty.  Although  he  had  filled,  with  no 
less  glory  to  himself  than  benefit  to  his  Country,  the  highest 
offices  of  the  state,  he  possessed  no  private  fortune,  or  even 
furniture,  but  of  the  meanest  description.  When  Pyrrhus 
offered  him  large  presents,  he  rejected  them,  saying,  that  he 
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was  already  rich,  having  learned  the  art  of  lessening  his  wants 
by  restraining  his  appetites.  "  Pyrrhi  Regis  aurum  repulit 
majusque  regno  judicavit  regias  opes  posse  contemnere."  — 
Senec. 

Of  Curius  we  have  the  following  account  from  Plutarch,  in 
his  Life  of  Cato  the  Censor.  — "  Near  the  country  seat  of 
Cato  was  a  cottage,  which  formerly  belonged  to  Manius  Cu- 
rius Dentatus,  who  was  thrice  honoured  with  a  triumph. 
Cato  often  walked  thither,  and  reflecting  on  the  smallness  of 
the  farm,  and  the  meanness  of  the  dwelling,  used  to  think  of 
the  peculiar  virtues  of  Dentatus,  who,  although  he  was  the 
greatest  man  in  Rome,  had  subdued  the  most  warlike  na- 
tions, and  driven  Pyrrhus  out  of  Italy,  cultivated  this  little 
spot  of  ground  with  his  own  hands,  and  after  three  triumphs 
lived  in  this  cottage.  Here  the  ambassadors  of  the  Samnites 
found  him  in  the  chimney  corner,  dressing  turnips,  and 
offered  him  a  large  present  of  gold ;  but  he  refused  it,  and 
gave  them  this  answer,  '  A  man,  who  can  be  satisfied  with 
such  a  supper,  has  no  need  of  gold ;  and  I  think  it  more 
glorious  to  conquer  the  owners  of  it,  than  to  have  it  myself.' — 
Full  of  these  thoughts,  Cato  returned  home,  and  taking  a 
view  of  his  own  estate,  his  servants,  and  manner  of  living, 
added  to  his  own  labour,  and  retrenched  his  unnecessary  ex- 
penses." 

A  distinguished  Philosopher  of  our  day  dwells  with  much 
feeling  and  eloquence  on  the  emotions  with  which  the  Georgics 
of  Virgil  must  have  been  read  by  an  ancient  Roman,  "  while 
he  recollected  that  period  in  the  History  of  his  Country, 
when  Dictators  were  called  from  the  plough  to  the  defence  of 
the  State,  and  after  having  led  monarchs  in  triumph,  returned 
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again  to  the  same  happy  and  independent  occupation.  A 
state  of  manners  to  which  a  Roman  author  of  a  later  age 
looked  back  with  such  enthusiasm,  that  he  ascribes,  by  a 
bold  poetical  figure,  the  nourishing  state  of  agriculture  under 
the  Republic  to  the  grateful  returns,  which  the  Earth  then 
made  to  the  illustrious  hands  by  which  she  was  cultivated — 
Gaudente  terra  vomere  laureato  et  triumphali  Aratore*." 
Philosophy  of  the  Human  Mind,  part  ii,  chap,  v,  sect.  iL 

It  may  be  trite  arid  school-boyish  to  be  dwelling  on  these 
things ;  but  who  is  there,  even  in  this  age,  that  has  never 
felt  his  bosom  thrill  at  the  romance  of  such  examples? 
"  Quis  est  qui  C.  Fabricii  et  Man.  Curii  non  cum  caritate  et 
benevolentia  memoriam  usurpet,  quos  nunquam  viderit,  quod 
eas  res  spernunt  et  negligunt  ad  quas  plerique  innammati 
aviditate  rapiuntur  ?  "  —  Cicero. 

Page  102. 

They  were  the  flowers  of  Freedom's  glorious  day. 

&p  Tpoffi  'A.vQf(*>7rwv  Ir**    x^A.r)    fJifv  aya&wv'    >]§e   Ivavr/a 

Plato.  Menex. 

*  Plin.  Nat.  Hist,  xviii,  4. 
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Page  110. 

How  self-devoted  Sydney  fell. 

The  gallant  and  accomplished  Sir  Philip  Sydney  fell  near 
Zutphen  in  Guelderland  on  the  22d  of  September,  1586. 
Whilst  lying  on  the  field,  faint  with  pain  and  the  loss  of 
blood,  some  water  was  brought  him  to  relieve  his  thirst ;  but 
observing  a  soldier  in  a  like  miserable  state  he  exclaimed, 
"  This  Man's  necessity  is  still  greater  than  mine,"  —  and  re- 
signed to  him  the  untasted  draught.  Actions  like  these  can- 
not be  related  and  praised  too  often.  They  exalt,  and  make 
us  justly  proud  of,  human  nature  ! 

Page  111. 

And  Europe's  marshall'd  valour  flings 
No  shield,  but  o'er  the  crimes  of  kings* 

"  Liberty  is  an  usage  of  England ;  but  it  is  not  suitable  to 
other  Countries" — So  Lord  Castlereagh  is  reported  to  have 
replied  to  the  Deputies  of  several  States,  who  solicited  him 
for  the  voice  of  England  to  assist  them  in  recovering  their 


169 

lost  rights  and  independence.  —  See  Mad.  De   Staei's  Con- 
siderations on  the  French  Revolution,  part  vi,  c.  7- 

If  such  were  the  sentiments  of  a  British  Minister,  with  re- 
gard to  popular  liberty,  can  we  be  surprised  at  the  prejudices 
of  Foreign  Monarchs  on  the  subject,  or  even  at  the  zeal, 
which  they  have  manifested,  in  behalf  of  their  perjured 
Brethren  of  Naples  and  Spain  ? 


N 
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ON  A  MONUMENT  BY  CHANTREY. 

Page  145. 
Thine  own  Attan. 

Allan  Cunningham,  author  of  "  Sir  Marmaduke  Maxwell,' 
and  the  most  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  Chantrey. 


ON  THOSE  WHO  FELL  AT  THERMOPYLAE. 


Page  147. 


roi{  XE/VOIV 

Simonides. 
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ON  SEEING 

THE  GRAVE  OF  CHARLES  JAMES  FOX, 

IN    WESTMINSTER    ABBEY* 

Page  148. 

TfjSe   2dton<  6   A/xwi/o;  'Axav&o;  /epov  U'TTKOV 
Ko//z«Tar  Qv-ffffxetv  yu^  Xeye  ro&f  «y«6o<Jf. 

Callimachus. 


THE      END. 
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